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Carch-bearers 
By ELEANOR JONES, ’22 


Sounding down the distant ages, 
Comes the tread of marching feet— 
Joyous throngs of happy Youth, 
Bearing on high the torches of Truth. 
Wiser than the holy sages, 

Bent on quest both brave and sweet, 
As they sweep so blythe along, 
Voices swell their mighty song: 


“Come, oh, join our merry band! 
Grasp your torch with eager hand, 
Kept untarnished for your name; 
Make forever burn the flame!’’ 


Clad in armor of Knowledge bright, 
Wrought in golden High School days, 
At the altar where hearts are fired— 
Souls with helpful love inspired— 
We have lit our torches’ light 

In the flicker of Joy’s merry blaze. 
As we list the impelling song, 

We, too, singing, join the throng. 


“Come, oh, join our merry band! 
Grasp your torch with eager hand, 
Kept untarnished for your name, 
Make forever burn the flame!”’ 
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Ou Criticism 


The editors of G@he Adunrate have aimed 
this year to raise the magazine to as high a 
plane as possible. We have endeavored to 
print only the best stories, the most fas- 
cinating essays, and the most perfect poems 
that could be procured—in short, nothing 
but the cream of the contributions received 
has been put before the public. It has been 
our hope that, as the school grows, Ghe Adun- 
rate may grow with it, and that the subsequent 
issues May improve in quality as they increase 
in number. 

A certain great lecturer once said: ‘““When 
I am praised, I disregard it; adverse criticism 
is what I want.’’ We have much the same 
feeling. We encourage sincere, constructive 
criticism, however much it may cut; and we 
have already tried to profit by whatever just 
censure may have been passed upon our 
paper. 

BUT—be sure that you read and ponder 
well before you pass sudden judgment upon 
us. Remember that business conditions have 
affected us as well as you; remember that we 
have no professional writers working for us, 
as the regular periodicals have; remember 
the western motto: ‘‘Don’t shoot the editors; 
they’re doing the best they can!’ Be sure 
that when you criticize (he Adunrate you 
do it for the sake of co-operation, and not 
because you must have something to ridicule. 

‘We aim to please.”’ But we do not, and 
will not, publish cheap, sentimental stories 
because they sell well, for the commercial- 
ization of art is a crime. Neither are we 
‘attempting to reform the universe by ‘“‘goody- 


goody”’ tales, or by essays that are ethereally 
moral. Our object is to give you the best 
we can, the highest and most interesting type 
of literature available, and to this end we 
ask for your confidence and support, whether 
by word or by deed. We neither seek praise 
nor scorn criticism» All we: ask) forsis a 
square deal. Give us that, and we can fulfill 
your expectations and desires.—M. C. T. ’22. 


sunutiitte US 


Kuocker or BHonster 


Nothing was ever perfected through 
destructive criticism, or “‘knocking.”’ ‘‘Boost- 
ing,’ or constructive criticism helps vastly 
more. This fact applies to public schools as 
well as to any business or institution con- 
ducted for gain. It is true that Needham 
High School is small, overcrowded, that it is 
sadly in need of repairs, but the spirit of the 
school remains as loyal as ever. Much as 
we need a new school, we do the best we can 
under the circumstances. 

A “‘knocker”’ is one who is always showing 
up the faults, but who does not offer anything 
which is likely to benefit us. A “‘booster’’ 
is one who tries to encourage us by helping 
us to see the right way, thus showing us the 
wrong way to be avoided. 

Therefore, I ask you, the people of 
Needham, ‘“‘Are you individually and collec- 
tively ‘knockers’ or ‘boosters’ ?’’—S. J. B. ’23. 


IL Sou 
Planning 


Many are the times that we are reminded 
that this is an age of specializers. Our 
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factories, our big department stores, our 
lists of surgeons, X-ray specialist, oculist, and 
osteopath—all these are proofs. And now 
look at our school, working to give us the 
best opportunity in life. But I do not ask 
you to strive harder; I know you will seize 
this opportunity. What I hope is that after 
you have worked so zealously here, you will 
not, through neglect in looking ahead, in 
studying yourself, and in finding out, if 
possible, what you are adapted to do, fail to 
make the next step, the right step. Our 
High School is the foundation builder and 
prepares for all, but the next step in prepara- 
tion, the college, business school, art or 
music school, doctors’ school, missionary or 
divinity school—this is the specialty step in 
your preparation for life. 

Hasty consideration often leads to wrong 
conclusions. Make plans early; don’t wait 
until you are forced into an uncongenial 
occupation. Never hesitate, however, to 
change your plans if you find they are un- 
satisfactory, but remember, that the world 
won’t wait for you to decide on what you 
want to do.—H. L. 23. 
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Grounds for Divorce 


It was a bleak November evening. The 
wind howled and whistled through the trees 
making weird noises like the cry of pained 
creatures. Gray clouds scurried across the 
sky; tall pines moaned in their distress; no 
one was astir; everything foretold a snow- 
storm. Once in a while a star showed its 
radiance as if trying to do its part in over- 
coming the wild atmosphere. A_ road 
stretched out as far as the eye could see and 
seemed to go on into eternity. Was that 
a person or just a phantom to tease and 
frighten troubled minds? This supposed 
phantom drew nearer and one could see that 
it was a man plodding along. He appeared 
to be laboring under a great weight—a can. 

“Whew, some job: Guess we won't get 
to Greenwich tonight. Suppose the wife will 


be disappointed, but what’s to be must be. 
Couldn't help it if I did run out of gas. Here 
goes for the home stretch!’ and so saying he 
lifted the can once more and with a grunt 
went on. As he came to an automobile 
standing in the road he whistled. No answer! 
He whistled again. Stillnoanswer! “Jane!” 
No answer! When he came up to the car 
he laid down the can, stepped on the running 
board and looked inside. No one was to be 
seen. Where was his wife? At last he 
noticed a piece of paper, evidently torn out of 
a notebook, fastened to the steering wheel 
by a hairpin. Unfastening it he read: 

Jack — A passing car picked me up. Don’t worry or 
try to find me. I have left you for good. I consider 
this accident has occurred once too many times and 
that I have sufficient grounds for divorce.—Jane. 

Gentle reader, ask yourself: Is it not 
small things*like these that are “‘sufficient 
grounds for divorce’’ in some divorce cases of 
today? The couples are too impetuous. 
They do not stop to ask themselves, ‘Could 
I try to be reasonable?’ but instead say, 
“Oh, we can’t get along together,” or, “We 
simply can’t understand each other.”’ Mar- 
riage is a state of giving mostly, if it is true 
marriage. One cannot be selfish. It de- 
mands that one be reasonable and try to see 
the mate’s point of view.—W. M. B. ’22. 

oe See 


A Word of Chanks 


We are pleased to take this opportunity 
to thank the members of the typewriting 
classes for their kind co-operation in typing 
the necessary material for @he Aduarate. 
Their ever-eager willingness to help has been 
appreciated, for it has contributed much to 
the success of the magazine. We also thank 
those pupils who skilfully constructed the 
headings, and the one who designed the 
cover for this issue. Although the responsi- 
bility rests upon the editors, the paper is 
largely made up from contributions sub- 
mitted by all the pupils of the school, and is 


supported by thir enthusiasm and good-will. 
Boel yee: 


Co 
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Mr. Mephistopheles 


By Barpara Fisu, ’22 


Time—Eight o’clock in the evening. 

Place—Living-room: fireplace at right; 
closet door at left; door in rear; table in 
CEN tein 


CHARACTERS 
Dorrie Dane. 
Tom Bright (in Devil's costume). 
Nancy (in red masquerade costume). 
Johnnie Stubbs, Jr. (short). 
Mr. Stubbs, Sr. (short and fat). 


Tom: Why doesn’t Dorrie come? Girls 
are always late. 
Nancy: Here she is. Open the door. 


(Dorrie enters. Throws off long loose coat. 
Dressed as Tyrolean peasant boy.) 

Tom: Dorrie, I don’t like them. 

Dorrie: Don’t like what, Tom? 

Tom: Why, those breeches. They remind 
me of Mr. Stubbs. If you go in that, they’ll 
take us for the Devil and his lackey. (Nancy 
looks in.) 

Tom: I’m not going to the masquerade. 

Nancy: Not going! Why not? 

Dorrie: Would you believe it? He’s not 
going because he doesn’t like my costume. 

Tom: You look horrible. 

Dorrie: Well, you look like the Devil, in 
your costume, anyway. 

Tom: 1 thought she would wear a girl’s 
pretty dress. (Silence.) 

Nancy: Say Dorrie, if I find you a pretty 


girl’s dress, will you let me have the boy’s 
costume? I just hate this thing! (Gives 
her dress a spiteful swish.) 


Tom: Where is the dress you speak of? 


Nancy: Oh, its such a funny story. You 
know Mr. Stubbs always keeps that closet 
door locked. Well, he’s got a big life-sized 
doll in there dressed in beautiful clothes. I 
caught him putting it back in the closet, and 
he said it was a relative whom he was treating 
for paralysis. (Nancy unlocks door. Tom 
draws platform out on which stands the doll.) 

Nancy: As I live, she looks like Dorrie! 

Tom: Uncle Stubbs took the prettiest 
girl in the village for his model. 

Dorrie: Old Nick was always a flatterer, 
Tom. 

Nancy: How about the trade, Dorrie? 

Dorrie: I’m satisfied. 

Nancy: Let’s get to work. (Tom draws 
platform back into closet. Dorrie follows. 
Flash of lightning followed by thunder. Loud 
knock on the outer door. Nancy runs to 
closet door.) 

Nancy: Tom! Tom!! Tom!!! (in 
whisper. Tom comes out of closet.) 

Tom: What’s the matter, Nancy? 

Nancy: Both the Stubbs have come 
home. (Mr. Stubbs pounds on door with his 
oaken cane.) Dorrie must get out of here or 
there'll be a row. 


loud 
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Tom: DORRIE, come out! 

Dorrie: I can’t! 

Tom: You must! 
out? 

Dorrie: Of course I can’t; I’m not half 
dressed. 

Tom: Dorrie, Uncle Stubbs has come, and 
we're in for it. If he comes to the closet you 
must play that you’re the doll and fool the 
old man. It’s your only chance. 

Dorrie: All right; I'll take it. 

Nancy: Quick! Tom, you'll have to go up 
the chimney. (Tom crawls up the chimney. 
Nancy locks closet door. Runs out of rear 
door. Pounding on outside door becomes 
furious. Father and son rush in followed 
by Nancy. Mr. Stubbs throws hat in one 
corner, coat in another, and rubber boots at 
Nancy, who dodges them.) 

Mr. S.: Nancy, get my little blue trunk and 
handle it carefully, or it will explode and 
blow you to pieces. (Nancy runs out. Mr. 
Stubbs raises his arms heavenward.) 

Mr. S.: With what fond anticipation have 
I looked forward to this night! (The storm 
increases in intensity.) The rain pours, the 
snow blows, the hail rattles, the thunder 
roars, the lightning flashes, the wind howls! 
Don’t you hear it? 

Johnnie: | ain’t deaf. I wish I was. 

Mr. S.: Come here, my darling son! 
(Johnnie advances and then recoils as his 
father assumes a tragic attitude.) Listen, 
John Junior, with all your ears. I, your 
father, John B. Stubbs, manufacturer of 
toys, have made a girl— 

Johnnie: A real, live girl? 

MMecS slp that - closet: 
with little blue trunk.) 

Mr. S.: Put it down! 
out! (Nancy backs out.) 

Mr. S.: Johnnie, you will soon gaze upon 
a lovely creature. (Unlocks door, draws 
forth the platform on which Dorrie stands 
stiffly in the doll’s clothes. They lift her 
from the platform.) There Johnnie, is my 
wonderful doll. Have I worked in vain, or 
has the time come when, by the judicious union 


Quick! 


Why can’t you come 


Where is she? 
(Nancy enters 


Go to bed! Get 


of magico-electrical formulas, I shall give 
life-yes—life—to my marvellous mechanism? 

Johnnie: (aside) Insane! Oh, heavens! 

Mr S: Its too cold here. Go, light the 
fire, Johnnie! We may need some hot water. 

Dorrie: (aside) Oh, Gracious! They’ll 
make bacon out of poor Tom. 

Mr. S.: Stop muttering, John 
(Johnnie arranges wood in fireplace. Holds 
match too long and burns fingers. Tom 
drops down chimney and shakes red leg in 
Johnnie’s face. Johnnie gives loud yell, and 
runs to his father.) 

Mr. S.: What’s the matter, Johnnie? 

Johnnie: Big red leg came down chimney! 
Reached clear across the room! 

Mr. S.: Don’t be a fool. It was the light 
of the fire. Now, Johnnie, put out the 
lights. The room must be dark. The fire 
will give us all the light we need. (Johnnie 
puts out lights.) 

Mr. S.: Nancy! Nancy!! Nancy!!! (enter 
Nancy) Nancy, this young lady has paraly- 
sis, and was sent to me to secure the benefits 
of my electrical treatment. 

Nancy: (aside) What an old liar he is! 
(Mr. Stubbs takes machine out of trunk and 
sets it on floor.) 

Mr. .S.: Nancy, when you hear the word 
“ready” turn the crank to this machine, as 
fast as you can. Now, Johnnie, you put the 
handles in the doll’s hands. (Mr. Stubbslooks 
in his book of magic and Johnnie picks 
up handles.) 

Mr. S.: Ah, here it is. When all is pre- 
pared give the signal in a loud voice, Ready, 
and then count, one, two, three—({When 
Nancy hears the word “ready,” she turns 
crank giving full effect to Johnnie, who dances 
and writhes. Mr. Stubbs looks up.) 

Mr. S.: What are you up to? Why didn’t 
you wait till I said “ready.” 

Nancy: You did say it. 

Mr..S.:; No, Ididn't. 

Johnnie: Yes you did. I heard you. 

Mr. S.: (rubs forehead)—I can’t remember 
having said it. I didn’t intend to. We'll try 
again. 


Junior. 
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Johnnie: It's my turn to count now. You 
give her the handles. (Mr. Stubbs picks 
up handles.) 


(Nancy does not wait 
Mr. Stubbs 


Johnnie: Ready! 
but turns crank vigorously, 
kicks wildly.) 

Johnnie: One, two, three, four, five, six, 
seven, eight, nine, ten. (Johnnie looks up, his 
knees quake. Nancy screams. Mr. Stubbs’ 
face is distorted.) 

Mr. S.: The Devil take you! 
down chimney.) 


(Tom drops 


Mr. S.: Now I’ve gone and done it. The 
Devil’s coming. (Tom strikes an attitude. 
Mr. Stubbs and son lie prone upon the floor 
and gaze at His Satanic Majesty. Tom 
points his finger at Mr. Stubbs.) 

Tom: Good Mr. Stubbs, I heard your 
summons and stand before you. What is 
your wish? It shall be granted if you the 
price will pay. I know your thought. You 
would make your son a bride. Mr. Stubbs, 
have you been trifling with me or do you 
wish her to live (pointing to Dorrie)? 

Mr. S.: Yes, Mr. Devil, just a little bit 
of life. 

Tom: Your wish shall be gratified. She 
shall live. (He takes Dorrie’s hand and 
looks into her eyes.) 

Tom: There is no way but this to wake a 
sleeping angel. I take her hand in mine. 
The vital spark permeates her body. You 
see, she opens her eyes. In me is vested the 


power to kill or to bring to life. Thou 
creature, I bid you live! Live!! Live!!! 
Johnnie: Oh, Dad, she’s alive. (Dorrie 
throws her arms apart.) 
Dorrie: Look at me! Who am I? Why 


am I here? 

Mr. S.: My dear, I made you, but Mr. 
Mephistopheles, here, put the breath of life 
in you. 

Johnnie: Ain’t she a stunner? 

Tom: I have helped you, Mr. Stubbs, 
because you and I will be near neighbors one 
of these days. I have many calls to make. 
Pray excuse me (bows low, exits.) 


Mr. S.: So, I’m characteristic of the 
Devil! We'll see. 

Dorrie: Mr. Stubbs, can you play any kind 
of an instrument? 

Mr. S.: I have a fiddle. 

Dorrie: Well, you can play the fiddle while 
Johnnie dances. 

Johnnie: What’s that? 
room.) 


Mrve 58% 


(Starts to leave 


What you need is a _ bracer. 
Nancy get some wine. (Nancy brings it.) 
Now get out. (Exit Nancy. Dorrie fills 
glasses twice and Johnnie and Mr. Stubbs 
empty them.) 

Johnnie: Oh Dad, I feel like a balloon. 
I’m going up. 

Mr. S.: (happily)—Well, go up if you 
want to. Ill go with you. 

Dorrie: Oh, if they would only go up and 
never come down. I’ve got to get out 
pretty soon or we’ll be late to the masquerade 
(this aside). 

Dorrie: Now we'll play soldiers Didn’t 
I see some rocking horses in the other room? 

Johnnie: Oh, come on, Dad. (They get 
the horses. Put on paper hats and grasp 
toy swords.) 

Dorrie: Prepare to resist infantry! (Mr. 
Stubbs and Johnnie lift swords and charge 
at full speed.) 

Dorrie: Come on! (Throws candlestick 
at Mr. Stubbs who dodges it but falls from 
his horse.) 

Johnnie: Say, Dad, ain’t she a live one? 
I admire her. 

Mr. S.: Admire her, you fool! She’s a 
little devil. (Dorrie throws book at Johnnie 
hitting him on the ear.) 

Dorrie: Yes, 1 am a little devil, and don’t 
you forget it! 

Mr. S.: Grab her, Johnnie! Grab her! 
(Mr. Stubbs rushes at Dorrie who runs. 
Johnnie follows his father. Wild chase ensues. 
Dorrie runs behind big dresser loaded with 
old family silverware and china. As Mr. 
Stubbs and Johnnie run in front of it, she 
pushes it over on them, burying them in an 
avalanche. Mr. Stubbs, utterly exhausted, 
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sleeps where he is. Johnnie starts after 
Dorrie, but is stopped by Tom in the door- 
way. Close behind Tom is Nancy in Tyrolean 
costume. Johnnie grasps situation.) 

Tom: Come along, Johnnie, or we'll be late 
to the masquerade. I see Uncle Stubbs is 
happily oblivious of his foolishness. 

Johnnie: (gasping) Laws, were you the 
devil? 

Tom: Of course! 


11 


Johnnie: When the old man knows, he will 
die of apoplexy. It will serve him right. 
He had no business to make me a wife when 
I had a dear little girl like Nancy. 

Nancy: Hurry up. 

Johnnie: I can’t go. I have no costume. 

Dorrie: What you have on will do. You 
couldn’t get anything funnier if you _ tried 
(exit Nancy, Johnnie, Dorrie, Tom). 

CURTAIN 
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Sketches 


By Miriam 


The Wayside Inn, 
Fredericksburg, Va., 
December 4, 1920. 
Dear Chum: 

The past five days have been so crowded 
that I have not had time to write. We 
stopped in Palmer, Mass., the first night. 

November thirtieth we started for New 
York. The city disappointed me—it is so 
much like Boston. Of course it is on a 
much larger scale. 

Philadelphia is the oddest city I was ever 
in. In the residential section the houses are 
built in blocks of twenty-five to seventy- 
five houses; and every house in a block is 
exactly like all the others, even to the plants 
on the lawns and the chairs on the porches. 
It would never do to become intoxicated. 

Washington is a wonderful city. The 
capital building is, of course, the most im- 
pressive, but the Congressional Library is 
by far the most beautiful. On entering the 
building one stands in a foyer, the floor of 
which is white marble, with walls and ceiling 
of beautiful mosaic work. Opening from this 
is a large room with staircases on either side. 
These are of pure white marble. A balcony 
extends around the hall. In the center of 
the floor, worked ina circle, are all the signs 
of the zodiac and in the center of the circle 
a large gold star is inlaid. On the landing 
are wonderful pictures. Opening from the 
balcony are large rooms. In one there are 
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books from every land, in every language, 
and thousands of years old. In another 
there are pictures of birds, of fish, and of all 
kinds of small animals. In a third there 
are medallions. The center of the building 
is devoted to modern books and a large reading 
room. The back of the building contains 
all the reference books. All the walls are 
of mosaic work, except the reading room. 
Here the walls are lined with shelves. 
Leather seats are arranged around the room 
for the convenience of the readers. 

From the Library we visited the Wash- 
ington Monument. As we walked down 
from the top we read the tablets on the 
walls. There were tablets for lodges, states, 
and institutions. On the one for Massa- 
chusetts was printed the State Seal. 

It was all very wonderful. 


Sanford, North Carolina, 
December 7, 1920. 
Dear Chum: 

Everything is wonderfully interesting. 
Day before yesterday we passed fields where 
tobacco was growing. It is a homely plant 
when it is ready to pick, but we were told 
that it isa very beautiful sight when in bloom. 
It has a sickish smell that 1s very unpleasant. 
Last night we stayed in Henderson, N. C., 
and the people with whom we stayed gave 
me two large bunches of peanuts, or ‘“‘guber 
peas,’’ as they call them. They also brought 
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ina possum for us tosee. He was a beautiful 
gray one. They said that they were fattening 
him for Christmas. Today we visited a 


cotton-gin, and I am enclosing a picture of 


THE COTTON-GIN 


it. It was very interesting. The cotton is 
dumped into four large things that look like 
grain bins. In these bins is the machinery 
that takes out the seeds. The clean cotton 
is then carried away to be baled, and the 
seeds are run down a trough, and saved for 
the next planting. The cotton that falls on 
the floor is picked up by a large vacuum pipe 
that swings in all directions. -I inclose a 
picture of the outside of the gin, showing 
the baled cotton. 

The roads down here are terrible—just 
one bump after another. The fences are 
built of logs laid end to end, with the opposite 
ends slanting just about 45 degrees. They 
call them Virginia rail fences. They have 
them everywhere except in Virginia. 
Although we are in North Carolina it is 
still very cold. The people here say that we 
will not find warm weather until we reach 
Florida. 


St. Augustine, Florida, 
December 16, 1920. 
Dear Chum: 
At last we are here. At least we are in 
Florida, we still have two hundred miles to 
are very bad. “Sunny 


go. The roads 


South” sounds fine, but so far I have seen 
the sun only twice since we left home and then 
only for a few hours. The stock down here 
runs wild, and it is very hard to avoid running 
over some of the animals. Last night we 
stayed at a typical Southern ranch. It con- 
sisted of seven hundred acres. There were 
fifty negroes living on the place. They ran 
their own turpentine still. The railroad 
crossed their land. and they had their own 
station. The stock consisted of fifty head 
of cattle, twenty or thirty donkeys, turkeys, 
ducks, hens, about a hundred pigs, thirty 
or forty goats, and a few riding horses. 
They grew their own sugar-cane, cotton, 
tobacco, vegetables and all their own feed 
for the cattle. Their water was pumped, 
and their house and barn lighted by elec- 
tricity which they generated themselves. At 
noon we had a real Southern dinner—spare- 
ribs cooked with greens, baked sweet pota- 
toes, fresh tomatoes, southern beans, home- 
made butter, coffee with thick cream, and 
plum pudding. It was delicious. 

The roads from Jacksonville south are 
all brick or macadam, a few are concrete. 

St. Augustine is a beautiful city. It is 
the oldest city in the United States. Every- 
thing is very quaint. The streets are narrow, 
and very short. There is a fort called Fort 
Marion which has never been captured. It 
is constructed of small shells called “‘cochina,”’ 


and sea sand. It was very interesting to go 


SPANISH MOSS 
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through the fort and see the dungeons where 
the Spaniards tortured their prisoners. They 
were a very cruel race of people. 

I enclose a picture I took from a rustic 
bridge that we crossed. The misty part is 
gray moss that grows on the trees—-Spanish 
moss. It is a parasite. 


Frostproof, Florida, 

December 20, 1920. 
Dear Chum: . 

We have at last arrived at one of our 
destinations. We are staying at a lovely 
Southern home, on the edge of a lake. It is 
very beautiful here. There is a large grove 
in back of the house, and this morning I went 
out and gathered a basket of oranges for 
breakfast. It is very quiet here, since the 
town is on the other side of the lake. The 
trees are covered with gray moss, and as the 
wind blows it back and forth it makes me 
think of long streamers of gray fringe blowing. 
It is beautiful. 

We visited one of the large groves today. 
It was a wonderful sight. At first glance 
the trees appeared to be without fruit, but 
on lifting aside the leaves, the fruit was dis- 
closed. The centers of the trees were so 
thickly loaded that the limbs could not be 
seen. I enclose a picture of some banana 
trees. Bananas do not grow very well 
in this locality. They have also lemons here 
the size of our grapefruit. The oranges 


BANANA TREES 


and grapefruit here are the largest I have 
ever seen. 


Englewood, Florida, 
January 6, 1921. 
Dear Chum: 

This is a wonderful country. I enclose a 
picture taken from a motor boat of our 
cottage among the palms. ‘The tallest trees 
in the picture are pines, the others are palms. 


THE LAGOON ON THE GULF 


The main trees are pines, palms, and pal- 
metto. The Southern pines are not like our 
pines, they grow extremely high and there 
are no lower branches. The palms are 
about half the size of the pines. Their 
bark looks something like the outside of a 
pineapple, only much larger and_ sharper. 
The branches are the shape of a palm-leaf 
fan with the ribs split. The palmetto is 
like the palm only very much smaller. It 
grows near to the ground and the edges of 
the fronds are covered with little spines. 

The Gulf of Mexico is the loveliest thing 
here, I think. It is about two miles away. 
We are on the mainland and there is a bay 
and a strip of land between us and the Gulf. 


Englewood, Florida, 
January 10, 1921. 
Dear Chum: 
We have been spending the day on the 
Gulf. It is the most beautiful place. It is 
wonderful to walk along the beach and watch 
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the big green waves rush in and throw them- 
selves prostrate on the sands. Every wave 
brings in a new pile of beautiful shells. The 
beach is twenty-eight miles long. One can 
stand there and look both ways, and not see 
a person or a moving thing. Yesterday 
there were three ships about two miles out 
and they appeared to be almost standing 
still, the water was so calm. But it is not 
There are terrible storms on the 
The Gulf is 


always so. 
Gulf, and many lives are lost. 
very treacherous. 

This afternoon I went out for a walk and 
gathered a large bunch of lovely roses. 


Englewood, Florida, March 1, 1921. 
Dear Chum: 

We are preparing to start home soon. It 
is beginning to get quite warm now. The 
weather until a few days ago has been ideal, 
not too warm nor too cool—just right. We 
have had only one thunderstorm and a light 
shower all the time we have been here. 

The people here have been lovely to us. 
They are very generous-hearted. There are 
only a few families here, since it is just a 
small fishing village. 

We have spent a very delightful winter 
and are very sorry to leave. 


PITT PULL 


Spring 


By ELeanor Jones, ’22 


It was the day when March, that had 
entered like a lion, roared and howled in all 
its fury, finally spent its madness, was now 
going forth like a lamb from the abode of 
the months. So gentle was the day, so 
sweet the sunlight, so happy the air, that all 
seemed to prophesy the near approach of 
spring. It was about this arrival of spring 
that Sweet William and Marigold had come 
to ask the Old Woman of the wood, who is 
very kind to children, fairies, and brownies. 

The Old Woman was saying in answer 
to their questionings, 

“Yes, my dears, wonderful Lady Spring 
is coming tomorrow at dawn.” 

“Oh, please, may we see her?” 

“She comes very early, before you are 
out of bed, you little sleepy-heads!”’ 

“Oh, but please, we will get up. very, 
very early, won’t we, Marigold?” said Sweet 
William. Little Marigold nodded her head 
so emphatically that her little yellow curls 
danced merrily up and down. 

“Then, since you plead, I will take you 
to the place where you may see wondrous 
Spring. But we must start early, so you 
needs must stay with me all the night.” 

The children were overjoyed and hurried 
home to tell their mother all the good news, 
promising to return late that afternoon. 


When the early light stole through the 
wood, dispersing the night shadows ever so 
slightly, it found the Old Woman and the 
children near the eastern edge of the forest. 
Though their little legs were a bit weary from 
the long walk they trudged happily on, 
thinking only of the joy that awaited them. 

When they reached the end of the path 
and left behind them the deep obscurity of 
the wood, they came out on a little hill. 
Opposite was another hill clothed in the 
tender green of early April verdure. Between 
these two small hills ran a narrow vale, 
through which the silver ribbon of a brook 
wound in and out its shimmering course. 

The Old Woman started to leave them. 
“Come, stay with us,” they cried. 

“No, my dears, I have seen. Youth 
must see alone its first vision of the spring. 
I go. Play all day long in this happy vale. 
At eventide I will come for thee. Fear not.” 
She disappeared into the dusky wood. 

The children turned their eyes once more 
to the little hill opposite. The sky above 
and around it was changing from the pale 
green of an early April dawn, to a pink that 
deepened faster, faster into rose. The clouds 
reached out and seemed to form two sweep- 
ing wings. The children marvelling at this 
wonder leaned forward in breathless eagerness. 
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“Oh, look! Sweet William, look!’’ cried 
Marigold in ecstasy. 

And lo! outlined against the rose cloud 
beyond, on the top of the little hill opposite 
stood a beautiful, radiant woman! She was 
clothed in pale green garments that hung in 
soft folds and trailed on the ground at her 
feet. Her shining head was adorned with 
a wreath of the delicate flowers that only her 
bountiful goodness can bring. She gently 
shook the fragrant garlands in her hand till 
all the hillside and vale were studded with 
the pure stars of the anemone and with, here 
and there, clusters of shy, little wood-violets 
that peeped forth from the protecting leaves. 

The wondrous Lady Spring saw the children 
and she opened her arms wide. Then she 
spoke these words in a voice as sweet as the 
mellow chords of a harp: 

“Come Youth! Come Love! 
the time of rebirth and awakening! 

Something in the hearts of Sweet William 
and Marigold awoke and made answer to 
this call. Driven on by the impulse they 
ran lightly down the slope. As they did so 
Spring tripped softly down the other and all 
three met in wondrous, happy surprise in the 
valley. 


Spring is 


” 


on 


In the Valley of Joy they played all day 
long. Flowers grew only for the children 
to pick. The birds sang only for the children 
to hear. Thus too quickly the day passed. 

At evening the Old Woman came and the 
children climbed the hill. When they reached 
the summit they saw the Lady of Spring on 
the opposite hill. She was singing and this 
is what she sang: 

‘““Twilight—— 
The day is done 
Its weary troubles over 
Its time of rest begun. 
Silence 
The busy wind is still, 
Earth’s throbbing pulse is quiet, 
Like the unused wheel of a mill. 
Music 
A robin’s happy breast 
Pours forth its joyous song, 
We, listening, are blest. 
Night—— 
The bird has flown to its nest 
And night with its falling mantle 
Brings us peace and rest.” 

The song was finished, but she added, 
“Both Youth and Age shall at eventide 
receive the Blessings of God. Farewell.”’ 


TTT SUE 


Au Agent fe Would A-Selling Go 


By Priscitra L. Packarp, ’24 


Captain Robins, gracefully draped over 
the rail of the Martha Lee lying peacefully 
by the wharf, saw a man approaching the 
vessel and groaned aloud, “Shiver my timbers, 
what’s this acomin’?”’ “T don’t like the cut 
of his jib anyway, but he looks like one of 
them book-agent fellers.”’ 

The Captain, who always had his weather 
eye out for rocks, reefs, and anything else of 
a troublesome nature that crossed his course, 
had caught sight of this one, but gave no 
sign and continued to gaze out over the spark- 
ling blue. Meanwhile the individual, who 
was as thin as a belaying pin, stepped lightly 
and gracefully up the gang-plank. 


“A most delightfully exhilarating morn- 
ing, my dear Captain. I hear your gallant 
craft has been coursing the vasty deep and 
now being ‘as idle as a painted ship upon a 
painted ocean,’ as the fair muse sings, I thought 
you might be interested in a little matter.”’ 


The Captain gazed at him blankly, 
“Huh?” he interrogated. 

“A most beautiful morning, Captain, 
and 


“No, I’m not in mourning,”’ the Captain 
interrupted, ‘‘and I’ve bought my tombstun 
already, so I reckon ther’s nothing in that 
line I want.”’ 

The eloquent visitor looked startled, but 


16 Che Aduncate 


judging that the Captain might be deaf 
raised his voice and proceeded, ‘My dear 
Cap’n, I have been informed 

‘“‘Reformed, was you? Wal, wal, I hope 
itll last but I never had much faith in them 
camp meetings. So they took you into the 
fold, did they? But what under the canopy 
has that to do with tombstuns?” 

The agent had decided by this time that 
the Captain was either exceedingly deaf or a 
subject for the insane asylum. | 

“My dear Captain Robins,” he shrieked, 
“what I meant is that I was told that you 
had an interest in fine literature so I thought 
I would bring to your notice this elegant 
edition——”’ 

“Addition, is it?’ drawled the Captain. 
“Wal, I’m afraid I can’t help you much. I 
never had a head fer figgers but seein’s it’s 
not fractions we might be able to hash it out 
between us.” 

“Oh no, indeed, sir,’’ howled the agent, 
endeavoring to resume his flow of oratory, 
“it’s not a work on mathematics, interesting 
as that highly laudable study may be. It 
is, in fact, the latest and most complete 
edition of the works of Bret Harte.”’ 

“No, I haven’t a bad heart,” replied the 
Captain hastily, “for the last ten years I’ve 
been taking Dr. Pewee’s emulsion for head- 
ache, earache, toothache, stomach-ache, 
rheumatism, pleurisy, convulsions, fits, 
dizziness, or whatever ails you, so I manage 
to be up and around most of the time. Wal, 
young man,” he continued after the pause 
necessary for recovering his breath, ‘“‘this is 
the first thing you’ve said that has anything 
to do with tombstuns since you asked if I 
Was in mournin’ but as I said I’ve bought 
mine, so if that’s what you’re aimin’ at with 


your bad heart bizness, you’ve missed your 
guess.”’ 

_ The agent smiled sweetly though he 
might have been heard to mutter under his 
breath, ‘““Why didn’t Bowman tell me that 
the old fool was as deaf as a door mat? By 
the bones of me ancestors, if I don’t get 
after him ” ; 

The agent held the book out before the 
Captain, hoping that at last a ray of light 
might pierce the gloom, and proceeded: ‘‘This, 
Captain Robins, is the first volume of a 
most charming and elegant set of five. As 
you see it is bound in padded calf . 

“Who found the fatted calf? I’ve kinda 
forgotten but I have a Bible and a Testa- 
ment in there,” indicating the cabin with his 
thumb, “‘so I can find out if you’d like to 
know.” 

“No, no, o, No, NO!” shouted the 
agent. ‘‘Bound in leather, they call it calf, 
don’t you know?” 

“Oh I see, you’re trying to sell me a calf, 
just a plain calf, not a fatted one. Wal, 
I'd like to accommodate you but I haven’t 
much use for a calf on shipboard so I guess 
I'll not indulge just yet.”’ 

The agent held out his hand and shouted, 
“Good morning, Captain Robins. I’m very 
sorry indeed that I couldn’t interest you, 
perhaps some other time ig 

“Oh certainly, if I should ever go on a: 
farm I would buy all my calves from you ra 
but the agent had vanished. 

‘Heavens to Betsy!’’ gasped the Captain, 
as he leaned over the rail again. ‘“‘May 
Providence deliver me from book agents 
and every other pest that infests this precious 
footstool. I’ve had enough of playing the 
deaf man.” 
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Grit 


By ELreanor Trppitts, ’24 


“Go! Go!” she shrieked, ‘‘or I will stab 
thee! They must not find you here!”’ 
“No, no, that will never do. You must 


not shriek as if you were at a football game. 
That must. be said in a low, hoarse whisper. 
Like this ,’. and Mr. Morse, instructor 
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in dramatics, repeated it for her. ‘Now 
then, try again”’ he said. 

“Oh dear! I guess I will never be able 
to take the part of heroine in our play. I 
just know I’m going to spoil the whole 
thing and our class will lose the prize.”’ 

Thus wailed Elaine Harvey, the most 
popular senior at Fielding Seminary. 

“Oh, but you must not get discouraged 
like that. You have ability, my dear, and 
when I speak harshly I’m only trying to 
develop it. Now let’s just try it once more 
and that will be sufficient for today.”’ 

How she worked the following days. Her 
mind was so taken up with the play that she 
could think of nothing else. In fact, her 
mind was so filled with it that when her chum 
asked her what the Latin lesson was for the 
next day, she replied, “Ah, Romeo, how 
canst thou talk of such trivial things when 
our fate is as yet undecided?” 

At last! The great night had arrived. 
This was considered the most important 
play of the school season, because it was the 
last of a series of plays which had been pre- 
sented by each class in turn. Prizes had been 
offered by the school board for the best of these. 

The auditorium was crowded long before 
eight o'clock. What excitement prevailed 
in back of the scenes! 

At last it was time to goon the stage! The 
first act went splendidly. Then something 
happened which threatened to end the play. 

Elaine, on leaving the stage, had knocked 
over a small lamp which was on_ the 
floor. This had been lighted by one of the 
girls to heat a curling iron and she had for- 
gotten to put it out. 

The soft silk stocking and slipper were 
soon ablaze. She had the presence of mind 
to pick up a small rug lying near and wrap 


it around her leg. The doctor was called 
and found the leg badly burnt. 

Elaine was nearly frantic with the pain 
and the thought of what would become of 
the play. 

“My dear girl, if you go on the stage with 
that leg you will make it worse,” said the 
doctor. 

But after the doctor had left, Elaine took 
matters into her own hands. Calling one of 
the girls, she began issuing orders. ‘I’m 
going to finish this play. My leg feels better, 
anyway. Quick, get the rouge to hide my 
pallor. Here, fix my hair. Give me those 
other stockings and slippers. Thank Heavens 
my dress is good and long. It will hide my 
leg completely.” 

Finally, when all her orders had been ~ 
fulfilled, it was time for the second act to 


begin. Her friend helped her to the end of 
the stage. Then, swallowing her pain, she 
went on. 


How long that act seemed! Would it 
never end? Could she stand the pain any 
longer? Yes, of course she could! She must! 

At last it was over. Afterwards she could 
never tell how she ever bowed and smiled 
to that clapping, yelling audience. She 
walked off the stage still smiling. Then 
everything turned black and she fainted. 

When she came to, she was in bed with 
a group of smiling girls around her. 

““Did—we—get—the—prize?”’ she asked, 
falteringly. 

“You bet we did, and it was through your 
splendid grit that we did get it,’’ replied one 
of the girls. 

Elaine smiled happily. What did she 
care about the pain in her leg. They had 
won the prize and ‘through her grit,’”’ they 
had said. 
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Che Halentine Chat Wasn't a Valentine 


By Frances I. Kro.z, ’23 


The little artist sat in her wheel chair. 
An abandoned book, Maeterlinck’s ‘‘Blue- 
bird,” lay struggling helplessly by her side. 


Her drawing board with its fresh piece of 
white paper lay on her lap, awaiting that 
elusive sprite called inspiration. In_ her 
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right hand she listlessly held her sketching 
pencil. Her head was thrown wearily back, 
and the half-shut eyes testified that Harmony 
was deep in thought. 

Harmony! What an appropriate name 
for this lovely, ethereal girl with the sweet, 
cameo-like face. Had her parents supposed 
when they gave her that rather unusual 
name that she would be the beautiful, patient 
little cripple that she now was? At birth 
she had seemed quite like other children, but 
when other babies began taking their first 
steps it became apparent that Harmony’s 
little legs could not bear her weight. Spe- 
cialists had been baffled and had examined 
and consulted, and consulted and examined 
to no avail. Meanwhile Harmony had 
grown to young womanhood, still as physi- 
cally helpless as when the difficulty first 
became manifest. But at an early age she 
had exhibited a great talent for drawing. 
Her work was very popular with card stores 
and gift shops. 

Thus it is that we find her planning some 
little greeting cards. 

“Oh, dear,’” she sighed, “I wish I could 
originate some sort of a valentine for grown 
folks that would carry a deep feeling. These 
little cards for the kiddies have become 
quite tiresome.”’ 

“My dear, don’t be _ discouraged,” 
counselled Mrs. Barr, from the window where 
she sat sewing. ‘‘Read to me, honey, as I 
sew. Perhaps a thought will come!”’ 

Harmony acquiesced and picked up her 
book. As she fingered the pages rather un- 
enthusiastically, her attention was attracted 
to a beautiful illustration. It pictured Tytle 
and Mytle in the Palace of Night. The 
two children had just opened the doors 
leading into the beautiful garden, where, it 
seemed, there were hundreds of bluebirds 
flitting about. The story told how the 
children, thinking they had found the blue- 
bird of happiness, caught a bird and carried 
it off. The bird, however, as we all know, 
turned out not to be the one for which 
they searched; but its discovery gave just 


as much real happiness to the little “pilgrims 
in joy.” 

Suddenly Harmony stopped reading. She 
raised her head thoughtfully. Her mother 
questioningly looked up. ‘‘What is it, dear?”’ 
she asked. 

““Mother,’’ Harmony exclaimed, ‘doesn’t 
it all mean that all our pleasures are merely 
mental anyway? We can enjoy things if 
we only will. Those children hadn’t found 
the bluebird of happiness, but they believed 
they had, and the thought gave them great 
joys 

“Why yes, dear,’’ assented her mother, 
“T see what you mean. You think if we 
derive no joy from life, we alone are at 


fault. The inspirations of joy are ours for 
the asking.”’ 
“Exactly! Couldn’t I embody that senti- 


ment on a card. It wouldn't exactly be a 
valentine, but still it could be a little mes- 
senger of happiness—just like the bluebird!” 
she ended eagerly. - 

Her efficient pencil went rapidly to work. 
The little sketch, which a few minutes later 
was submitted to Mrs. Barr, bore not the 
conventional doves with their garlands and 
hearts, but in their place bluebirds flitted 
across the card. The delicately entwined 
letters bore this little message: 

“These bluebirds come on wings of love 

These simple words to say: 

‘If in your heart the sunshine is 

Joy will be yours alway.””’ 

Mrs. Barr read it with mist in her eyes. 
“Truly, sweetheart, it is a lovely thing,” 
she said admiringly. ‘‘You have done well.”’ 

“Thank you, mother,’ said Harmony 
blushingly, “I must make a few samples of 
this card while the thought is fresh.” 

The little samples were, ere long, dis- 
patched to the exclusive little city shops 
that made a specialty of handwork. Orders 
were not long delayed, for the season for 
valentines was rapidly approaching. Har- 
mony found little time for reading or any- 
thing else but painting the cards during 
the weeks that followed. Finally, however, 
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the last one was completed. It was with a 
feeling of great joy that Harmony resumed 
her reading of the book which had been her 
guide and inspiration. 

* * * * * * * 

Mrs. Grainger rose from her luxurious 
chair with her usual languid manner. 

“Well, really, Mr. Sharpe,’”’ she drawled, 
“T can’t stand him any longer. My inmost 
soul rebels against this dull and unhappy 
life. I must do something, and that’s why I 
want you to get me a divorce.” 

“Mrs. Grainger, I will do my utmost, but, 
as far as I can see, you have absolutely no 
grounds for divorce. You have everything 
that you want. Mr. Grainger is everything 
that a devoted husband should be. It seems 
to me, if you'll pardon my boldness, that the 
trouble, if trouble there is, lies in you,” her 
lawyer ventured to suggest. 

“Why, Mr. Sharpe, you are absolutely 
insulting. What right have you to criticize?” 
flared Mrs. Grainger. ‘“‘I asked you here for 
consultation, not advice. You are positively 


rude! Will you kindly leave my house at 
once! I shall obtain a lawyer who, at least 
can keep a civil tongue in his head. Good 
day!” 


The embarrassed man hastily withdrew. 

Mrs. Grainger turned to the table and 
picked up the afternoon’s mail which was 
lying there. The first envelope was addressed 
in a round scrawl. It contained a little 
Valentine drawn on school paper and crudely 
colored. It was very evidently the handi- 
work of a small child. Mrs. Grainger care- 
lessly flipped it over and read, 
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of a dirty little thumb. Mrs. Grainger 
tossed the token into the basket with disgust. 

The second envelope contained a circular 
from a fashionable specialty shop announcing 
a sale of gowns. This missive claimed only 
a passing glance from its recipient. 

As she picked up the third envelope Mrs. 
Grainger started. It was addressed in her 
husband’s familiar hand. ‘‘What could he be 
writing that couldn’t just as well be spoken,” 
she wondered. The best solution for this 
problem lay in immediate action. She ripped 
open the envelope and curiously extracted 
the dainty greeting card. The exquisite 
art work immediately caught her eye for the 
beautiful. Rather hastily she glanced over 
the verse, paused, and then began reading 
it more slowly: 

“These bluebirds come on wings of love 

These simple words to say: 

‘If in your heart the sunshine is 

Joy will be yours alway.’”’ 

As she read, the truth of the little message 
was brought home to her. Her heart was 
filled with contrition. A new light began 


to break upon her mental vision. She 
looked about her and saw nothing but 
beauty and harmony everywhere. No 


normal wife could be anything but happy 
amidst these lovely surroundings. 

She hastily turned to the waste-basket 
and, gathering up the poor little discarded 
valentine she pressed it to her lips sobbing, 
“My precious baby! My own little boy!” 
Her husband’s lovely little card came in for 
its share of affection. With many an inward 
resolution the deeply touched woman arose 
and went slowly up to the nursery. 


Mrs. Grainger had awakened to her 
Below the simple inscription was the imprint opportunities. 
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A fons Bay 


By Pear R. 


With a crash of music from the local 
orchestra, the drums thumping, the horns 
braying, and the piano jangling, the curtain 
rose on the first act of the play ‘“‘Rosalynd.”’ 


Miter, ’24 


Potted trees and plants were scattered 
around at random upon the stage. On an 
old-fashioned garden seat sat a girl clad in a 
loose trailing robe of some thin, clinging, 
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pinkish material. At her side crouched a 
dog, grim and growling, plainly unused to 
“amateur theatricals.”’ 

In the wings stood a man evidently ill 
at ease, dressed in a manner which Master 
Shakespeare would have approved of, had 
he been there—feathered hat, long sword by 
his side, puffed sleeves, and silk stockings, 
figuring largely in his costume. 

At that moment he strode out upon the 
platform, using dignity where he should 
have tiptoed, his sword tangling his legs, and 
the tip of his hat-feather tickling his neck. 
Indeed, you could not have found a more 
miserable specimen of humanity in that whole 
hall, had you searched. 

The dog was getting nervous and the girl 
was occupied in holding him, and trying to 
look as if she were asleep. 

In the manuscript of the play it was 
written: ‘‘Sir Jocelyn leans over—kisses Rosa- 
lynd- to awaken her.’’ Be it said to his 
credit, Sir Jocelyn tried the feat, but the dog 
gave a sudden yelp. Sir Jocelyn straightened 
up hurriedly, but the point of his long sword 
gave the dog a vicious dig. Thunder growls 
let themselves loose upon the atmosphere, 
but a careful observer could have heard Sir 
Jocelyn say in a worried tone, “That’s a 
good dog, Sh-h-h, Sh-h-h-h!’’ And the dog 
hushed. 

Sir Jocelyn—erstwhile Mr. Tracy, dude 
of the town—kissed Rosalynd, and meanwhile 
whispered in her ear ‘“‘Wake up for heaven’s 
sake! Hold this er-er-this-er-angry canine!” 

Rosalynd obeyed, and the play proceeded. 
Queen Elizabeth and her servants now came 
upon the scene and mediaeval language 
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flourished. With many “‘thees”’ and ‘‘thous,” 
and as many mistakes, the act closed showing 
Queen Elizabeth in the act of bestowing on 
Rosalynd the position of ‘“‘Lady-in-Waiting.” 

Act Two showed a touching farewell be- 
tween Jocelyn and Rosalynd, in which Rosa- 
lynd fainted a few times, and cried and wept, 
before she could reconcile herself to her 
departure for the Queen’s palace. 

Tears flowed, and “‘Fare thee well beloveds”’ 
reached the ears of the sympathizing audience. 
Next Jocelyn was supposed to cut off one of 
Rosalynd’s curls, but, owing to the fact that 
he was obliged to cut it off with his sword, 
the whole wig came off. 

Just then, the dog, who was in‘a fit of 
smouldering anger, seized the wig. Rosa- 
lynd and Jocelyn gave chase, dashing here, 
‘there, and everywhere, in vain pursuit of 
their tormentor, whose name, by the way, 
was “Lamb.” The long-suffering audience 
rocked with laughter, helpless and gasping 
from ill-suppressed mirth. The dog was 
still going round and round the stage like an 
automaton. 

Jocelyn suddenly gave a ‘cry of, ‘Help! 
The beast has gotten hold of my leg!’’ The 
word “help”? was Elizabeth’s cue, but un- 
fortunately she didn’t get the rest of the 
sentence. Out she rushed with the words, 
“What-ho! My guards! To the rescue!” 
on her lips, but they were never uttered. 

Sir Jocelyn was in the act of bolting off 
the stage, with Rosalynd and the dog in 
pursuit, and they came full force into the 
Queen. Instantly the dog, Elizabeth, 
Jocelyn, and Rosalynd, were ina heap on the 
floor—_ QUICK CURTAIN 
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Why? 


By Dorotrnuea M. 


The wind shrieked and the rain crashed 
down, but ““The Man” leaned lifeless against 
the wall of the dismal alley. His hands shook, 
cold shivers crept up his spine, and between 
his first and second finger was that detestable 
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cigarette. Occasionally short puffs of smoke 
issued from between his dry lips. He wrapped 
his thin coat around him tighter, and his 
dull, fiendish eyes gazed defiantly at the 
storm. 
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He was thinking—yes! thinking—of his 
past friends—his mother—and his wife. Oh! 
what a fool he had been, evading his duty 
—deserting his family—and cheating himself. 

Two years ago he had married a girl 
who meant everything to him, and she had 
sacrificed her home, position, and money, 
for the man she loved and trusted. His past 
life was a blank to her. 

For a short time he had succeeded in 
living true, but the old torment had gripped 
him—he yielded! Now he was _ helpless, 
under the influence of dope and = opium. 
How thankful he was that his mother had 
died and thus been spared the suffering of 
seeing him in this condition. If he could 
only prove himself strong enough to over- 
come this habit—yes! he would try! But, 
no! what was the use? 

“Well! I'll be blest! Whatcha doing 
standing here in the rain like a mummy? 
Come on down to Street. The gang’s 
down there playing poker in Mack’s back 
kitchen. You know his wife’s gone away 
for a week.” 

Consequently ‘““The Man,” disturbed from 
his soliloquy, and his friend, braved the 
storm, through back alleys over broken 
baby carriages, until they arrived at their 
destination; a tenement house in the West 
End. They wearily climbed four flights of 
stairs, walked through miles of corridors, 
and finally, guided by the loud tones of 
jeering men, reached the back _ kitchen, 
which was, by the way, the latest rendezvous 
of several lazy and worthless men. 

As they entered the room a cloud of 
tobacco smoke, mingled with the appetizing 
odor of fried fish, greeted them; but they 
were used to such an atmosphere. Five men 
were seated around an old decrepit table, 
playing cards, smoking, and laughing at 
nothing, unless it might be each other. 

“The Man”’ slyly crept in and took a seat, 
while his companion made his presence 
known by throwing his hat in the midst of 
their card game. This disturbance ended 
their game, and they looked up to see who 


the new arrivals were. (‘‘The Man” had 
been nicknamed ‘‘Goodie’’ by his friends, 
when he had first joined the gang. The 
name had stuck; for he impressed them as 
being very gentle and weak.) 

“Well! here’s our friend, ‘Goodie!’’’ said 
the roughest of them all. ‘Just the fellow we 
want to see. Say, get that newspaper, Jim. 
We’ve got something to show yer!” 

A dirty old newspaper bearing, however, 
the marks of being the latest edition, was 
brought out, and the first speaker, witha 
superior and satisfied tone, read aloud the 
following paragraph: 

‘“““Miss Alice Reading, of this city, was 
mysteriously killed by a bullet wound in the 
head, while walking home from her place of 
business, this evening. Nothing is known of 
her family or her past life, except that she 
has lived alone for the past two years, in two 


rooms at Street. The body has been 
taken to the coroner’s and it is hoped that 
someone will claim it. The police are 


working in the case.’ 

“Say now, Goodie, that’s your wife isn’t 
it? Do you know anything about this? Of 
course we don’t mean you were responsible 
for the death, because you were with us all 
day. But come, loosen up, you must know 
something!” 

The other four men and the newcomer 
were quiet and expectant while the leader did 
all the talking. 

Evidently the newspaper extract was a 
mental shock to “The Man,” for as it was 
being read, his muscles grew tense, what 
little color he had left his cheeks, and his 
dull, gray eyes seemed to sink back into his 
head. 

“My God! what does it mean?” was all 
he could say. His voice was scarcely audible 
and his breathing heavy. 

“Have I done it?” he said, in a half- 
conscious state. ‘‘Yes! it is my fault. I lost 
my only chance. J did it, boys, it is my fault. 

“Oh, come now, Goodie,” said a new 
speaker, “don’t try to take the blame just 
for her sake. We know you didn’t do it, for we 
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were with you all day, until ten at night, 
right here, in this very room.’ 

“Are you trying to shield something, 
Goodie?”’ said another. ‘‘Come on! We're 
wise to you. Tell us who did it. We 
all know it couldn’t have been you, so why 
try to make us think it was?” 


“The Man” did not answer for a few 
minutes, and then in a weak voice, he mut- 
tered, ‘“‘My last card! I tried, but I’ve 
failed!’ and with one movement he drew a 
revolver. Placing the cold muzzle against his 
heart, he muttered, ‘I have lost!’’ 

He was dead! 
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Ginger Snap 


By Exatne Benepict, ’24 


“T’ve been working on the Railroad, 
All the live-long day,”’ 
was the cheerful melody heard to escape 
from the coal-black lips of Ginger Snap, an 
employee of the N. Y., N.H.& H. line. 

Ginger Snap was, as his name implies, 
the liveliest and most willing worker, and 
incidentally, the grimiest individual in the 
service. But why should he be otherwise, 
when there were Mrs. Snap and twelve little 
Snaps (all boys) to brighten his career and 
to make work seem rather necessary. Of 
course Mrs. Angelina Snap was so enraptured 
with her beloved Ginger, as well as with his 
worthy occupation, that cleanliness was often 
neglected. 

“Oh, my dearest Angelina!’ ejaculated 
Ginger, upon entering the house, “‘worthiest 
of wives, ’tis good news I’ve brought ye terday. 
Gather all the boys, dear little darlings! And 
ter think it happened to us, of all innocent 
creatures. Hurry up, Jonathan! Come, 
Timothy! Already? 

“Well, the boss, he give me a extra job 
terday, cleaning out some Pullman cars. I 
didn’t want ter do it, of course, cause ye 
know how scared I’ve al’ays been, of them 
illigent contraptions. But when he spoke 
uv ‘more pay’ why Lordy! what could I do, 
but go to it? Now do be quiet, Elisha, I’m 
just coming to the interesting part. Well, 
as I was saying—what was I saying, anyway? 
About the job,eh? Well, I was sweeping and 
dusting, and scrubbing and puffing away, 
when—oh, gracious, Jeremiah! ain’t it in ye 
to be quiet? I’m just getting to the point 
now. Now I’ve actually forgotten what I 
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was talking about. Angelina, put the boys 
to bed, and then you and I will talk the matter 
over ’mongst us. Well, just as I was about 
to leave the car, I heard a peculiar noise, 
and upon investigating I found—a beautiful 
poll-parrot sound asleep. The temptation 
was so great that I brung him home to you, 
Angelina, and the boys. Aren’t you excited? 


Why, I can hardly keep in my chair. Think 
what the neighbors will say, if not do!” 
“Oh, Ginger!’ wailed Mrs. Snap, “I 


al’ays thought you had brains, but what a 
mistake I’ve made. Oh, dear! I’m just 
heart-broken. I had my hopes set on money, 
just a little money, but think of the cost to 
care for a parrot.” 

The family finally became fond of the 
parrot and his quaint sayings, and soon 
learned to forgive Ginger. Mrs. Snap even 
named the bird Ginger, Jr., which of course 
delighted her beloved husband beyond measure. 

A few months later, in answer to a 
monstrous knock on the one and only door 
of the mansion, an enormous figure, clad in 
a policeman’s uniform entered the illustrious 
parlor of the Snap’s announcing: 


“IT pronounce Mr. Ginger Snap, Sr., 
under arrest.” 
Only Ginger, Jr.’s shrill cry,““ No you 


don’t,’’ saved the day, for the officer was so 
surprised as well as frightened, that he left 
the house, and even the town, and was never 
heard of afterwards. 

Now the reason for Mr. Snap’s arrest was 
simply that he had neglected to pay his poll 
(parrot) tax. For how long? Why, for just 
three years! 
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Haze Hersus Self-Culture 
By Davip Gourp, ’23 


These two subjects are apparently very 
remote from each other. In fact they seem 
to have no connection whatever. However, 
after one has considered the two points of 
view presented by these topics, I think he 
can see a connection, probably slight, but 
nevertheless still existing. 

It is an accepted fact that Jazz is an out- 
growth of the last war—a sort of reaction, 
so to speak, from the oppressive conditions 
under which we were living a few years ago. 
Every period of history has its peculiarities 
in regard to social life, dress, moral habits, 
and manner of living; therefore, it will be 
noticed that after almost every war an 
epidemic of revolt has swept over the coun- 
tries involved in the struggle and expressed 
itself in some very marked peculiarity. This 
is bound to happen, and Jazz is the result 
of the World War. 

I am now considering Jazz in its most 
general sense; and what I am about to say 
by no means applies only to music or to any 
other art. 

Self-culture is the culture of one’s self 
through his own efforts; therefore, a person 
must do something himself. It does not 
have to be original, but some effort must be 
involved. 

Now Jazz is a very mediocre thing when 
compared to the really great things in this 


world, but it is not all bad, as some people 
would have us think. There is a certain 
class of people who are absolutely sure that 
the world, that is we, the people of the world, 
are going to perdition as fast as possible 
through the Jazz element which is instilled 
within us. However, I fear that this is the 
class of people who will never become self- 
cultured. On no account will I say that Jazz 
is essential to self-culture, but we may believe 
in Jazz, and still enjoy our lives to the fullest 
extent. 

As far as the moral standpoint is con- 
cerned, I will refer any unbeliever to our own 
early Colonial days when morals were very 
lax indeed, or to almost any period in earlier 
history of the world. We have a long way to 
go before we even get to the conditions 
prevalent then. 

Jazz is undoubtedly an effort; a very poor 
one, I grant, but it is an effort. However, 
it is even now showing signs of weakening, 
but while it has been here a decided change 
has occurred. It would be foolish to say 
that this change was brought about by Jazz 
itself; but I believe that that element has 
pulled us out of a hole into which we were 
sinking. Since we are out, a change will 
occur that will once more set us on our way 
with a good foundation, ready and waiting 
for our advancement in self-culture. 
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Auty 


By Rutu A. Youne, '22 


“Do your duty, that is best, leave unto 
thy Lord the rest.”’ 
—Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 
Cast of Characters 
Mrs. Rand (middle-aged lady). 
Irene (her daughter of eighteen years). 
Dr. Rand (greatest surgeon in the city). 
Dennison (hospital warden). 
Miss Westin (night nurse). 


ScENE [| 


Scene—living-room, elaborately furnished. 

Time—afternoon of a day in July about 
4 o'clock. 

Characters—Mrs. Rand, Irene, and maid. 

Trene: Well, mother, I think I will stay 
home tonight for a change. I’m sure dad 
will want me with him, don’t you think so? 
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Mother: Yes, and I’m so glad, Irene, that 
you feel so inclined, for father really is getting 
restless not having you at home when he 
gets here. 

Irene: | hope we can have a peaceful 
evening and that the hospital doesn’t call 
him. 

Mother: He certainly looks tired to death. 
Do you know that he has had an emergency 
call every night this week? 

(Enter maid) 

Maid: Miss Irene is wanted on the tele- 
phone. 

(Exit Irene and maid) 

Mother: | do hope that is no one asking 
ber out this evening. 

(Re-enter Irene) 

Irene: I’m so sorry, mother, dear, but 
Mabel is having a dinner-party tonight and 
has invited me. Do you mind awfully if I 
go? You know I simply can’t refuse an 
invitation like that. 

Mother: (sighing) Well, no, but we do 
want to see you sometime. This isn’t like a 
home at all. 

Irene: Sorry, mater, but truly I promise 
to stay home tomorrow night. 


Scene II 

Place—Same as in Scene I. 

Time—Seven o'clock that evening. 

Characters—Dr. and Mrs. Rand. 

Scene opens with Mrs. Rand reading near 
the window. 

Mrs. Rand: It’s about time Fred was 
getting home. Poor man! I suppose he had 
to get his dinner in town. Never mind! I 
must try to persuade him not to answer the 


night calls to his hospital. Oh! here he 
comes. 
’ (Enter Doctor) 
Dr.: Hello, dear, and where is Irene 
tonight? 
Mrs. Rand: She was invited down to 


Mabel’s for dinner, left about two hours ago 
and said she might not be back until late, so 
not to worry about her. (Dr. sits down and 
reads paper.) 


Dr.: I should think she might consider 
me occasionally (grumbling). I’d like to have 
her home once in a while, for a real evening 
together. However, what can you expect 
of the young people these days? I sometimes 
wish that I was her age once more. But 
here I am—Alice, I tell you I’m working too 
hard, staying at the hospital most of the day, 
and being called out for operations any old 
time at night. 

Mrs. Rand: Then, why don’t you let up a 
little, Freddie. You’re in a-sort of inde- 
pendent position, have all the work you 
need—so why not cut out this getting out at 
all hours of the night to go down to that 
hospital. 

Dr.: By George, I’ll do it! . And, anyway, 
half the cases are not very paying proposi- 
tions. Yes, I’ll let somebody else take my 
place after this. 

(Later, about 11 o’clock) 

Dr.: Hello, yes, this is Dr. Rand speaking. 
—Come down to hospital?—patient struck 
by car?—Serious?—Well! I’m sorry, Dennison, 
but I can’t come tonight. Guess I'll cut out 
this night work for good and all—No! I tell 
you I’m through. Get Allison, he’s good at 
internal injuries—No! Sorry! Goodbye. 


Scene III 
Place—Hospital (have stage arranged in 
two parts, the corridor and one ward. In the 
corridor, the two men are conversing; while 
in the ward a sort of pantomime effect of 
nurse and patient is shown). 
Time—eight o'clock next morning. 


Characters—Dr. Rand, Dennison, Miss 
Westin. 
Dr. Good morning, Dennison! What was 


the result of the operation last night? 

Den.: Oh! I got Dr. Allison as you sug- 
gested but it was too big a case for him. 
They say the girl won’t live. 

Dr.: Was it as bad as that? Let me have 
a look at her, perhaps I can do something yet. 

(Nurse enters corridor) 
Den.: How is the patient, Miss Westin? 
Miss Westin: Poor girl, she’s dying now. 
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And she, in her delirium, has been inquiring 
for you, Dr. Rand, off and on all night. 


Dr.: Let me see her, perhaps I know her 
(rushes into adjoining room, looks at figure in 
bed, puts hand to head and staggers toward 
wall). 

Den.: (breathless) Why! doctor, what’s 
the matter? Are you ill? 

Dr.: Where’s a chair? 
almost unconscious. ) 


(Sinks into chair 


Nurse: (beside bed) I guess she’s gone, 
Dennison. Is she identified? 


Den.: Her clothes are in the closet. Look 
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there. (To doctor) What happened? Is it 
your heart? 

Dr.: Some water, please, Dennison. 
Quick. (Dennison gets water.) 


Den.: There doc, now tell us where the 
pain is. 

Dr.: Just in my heart, Dennison; but 
would to God I were dead! 

Nurse: (returning) Dennison! I found her 
name in her purse. 

Dr.: Yes! Yes! her name is Irene. The 
girl —she —is— my —daughter — my — Irene 
(collapses). 

(CURTAIN FALES) 


TTT ST 


Hiow ta Make an Aduncate 


By Harriet M. Howe, ’22 


Before attempting to explain the processes 
in the concoction of this mysterious and 
delicate composition, a few words of warning 
may well be given. First, there is no royal 
road to ‘“‘Advocating.’”’ He who would set 
out must be prepared for a long and arduous 
journey, with many pitfalls to add spice to 
his adventures. Second, be sure that you 
are in perfect health, and in your right mind 
before starting. You’re not likely to be 
when you finish! Lastly, select all ingredi- 
ents with care. See that they are fresh and 
of the highest quality. Place them within 
easy reach; gird up your loins; and begin! 

Select: 

One cup optimism. 

Two cups nerve. 

One-half dozen good-sized editors. 

One strong English teacher. 

One large sense of humor. 

A few barrels of manuscripts. 

One business manager. 

One editor-in-chief. 

One heaping teaspoonful patience. 

Several easy marks from the commercial 
department. 

One jar of sweet-smelling paste. 

Six gallons of hot air. 

One indulgent censor. 


One large lump of time to waste. 
One bar of soap. 


One towel. 
Break the business manager and the 
editor-in-chief into a large bowl. Beat in 


carefully two cups of nerve and one cup of 
optimism. 

When thoroughly mixed, place in a cool 
place to work. If the ingredients are strictly 
fresh, the fermentation should produce a 
goodly amount of money. This first step 
cannot be too firmly stressed; money is 
absolutely necessary as a foundation for the 
rest of the mixture. 

Now, stir in all the other editors, six 
gallons of hot air, and the English teacher. 
Continue stirring slowly, until all the hot air 
is dissolved. If you are fortunate, you may 
find a few bright ideas left from the hot air. 
Preserve these carefully; they are very rare 
and valuable. This process for the benefit 
of the uninitiated is called a ‘‘board meeting,”’ 
or ‘‘bored meeting.”’ 

It is now time for the manuscripts to be 
added. It will be well to put in, also, one 
heaping spoonful of patience, one large sense 
of humor, and a large lump of time to waste. 
Place the mass in a large receptacle, and 
set on a hot stove. Allow it to simmer until 
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a heavy froth of hopeless manuscripts, temper, 
confusion, discouragement, and exhaustion 
has risen to the top. Skim off this froth and 
let the mixture stand in a cool place over 
night. Repeat this process each day until 
no more foam appears. Then add the easy 
marks from the commercial department, 
and boil vigorously until all the ingredients 
are reduced to a pulp. Strain immediately 
through the censor, and the composition is 
ready for the first attack of the printer. 

The printer will mold and bake the 
dough into galleys. When these are returned 


they must be chopped fine and smeared 
generously with sweet-smelling paste. One 
bar of soap and a towel had best be added 
now to counteract an over-violent action of 
the paste. 

The product of your efforts must then 
make one more trip to the printer. On its 
return, if all directions have been carefully 
followed, and you, yourself, are not yet 
dead, you may heave a sigh of relief and re- 
joicing, and place your masterpiece in the 
hands of the fickle public for their praise or 
condemnation. 
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Che Family 


By Henry Leonarp, ’23 


“What,” you think, while you sit in the 
old morris-chair in the library with your 
elbows supported on the arms and your hands 
folded before you; ‘What,’ you think while 
you gaze abstractedly at the pine logs which 
are crackling in the fireplace and are par- 
tially lighting the room, though the books 
in the farther cases are but dimly showing, 
while their gilt-lettered titles occasionally 
reflect a beam of light;—‘‘What can be more 
wonderful, more complete, more happy, more 
necessary than a home and family?’ Indeed, 
this might well occupy your whole mind 
during that entire evening, and yet not a 
moment of your precious time would have 
been wasted; for this is assuredly a question 
of importance in this age. 

But first understand what a family is. 
It is a closely related group of persons that 
are usually living together. There is the 
mother, the father, and a rather indefinite 
number of sons and daughters. These people 
make up a family. They are, it is to be 
desired, working for and in behalf of each 
other. The word ‘family’? comes from the 
Latin word ‘“‘familia,’’ which term included 
the clients, retainers, and servants of the 
‘“pater.’’ These were all working together, 
so that term includes dependents and asso- 
ciates in a common cause. 


But I think that what a family involves 
or brings about is much more important 
than what a family is. It involves com- 
panionship and exchange of opinion, its in- 
fluence formulates principles and laws of 
living, and it is mostly through its processes 
that mental development is practiced. And 
so I might trace nearly every success or failure 
to the influence of family life. In Rome, 
when the family was corrupted, society 
was corrupted, and the Empire fell; and thus 
on every page of history will be seen the 
influence of the family. 

The family is the most perfect division of 
society, and as such is the most influential; 
so it should function most perfectly. Without 
perfect families there can be no perfect state. 
Family life should not be repulsive. There 
should be no greater joy than for a family to 
spend an evening together. But until this 
is realized there can be no perfection. I 
therefore enjoin you to remember, in this 
unsettled time, the power of family life, and 
I hope you will spend many more pleasant 
evenings by the fireside in that comfortable 
library while you muse again, “What can 
be more wonderful, more complete, more 
happy, more necessary, than a home and 
family.” 
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Chere Js a Spirit in the Woods 


By Davip Gourp, ’23 


It was in the club that both of the men 
patronized that Downing and Hunting met. 

“What have you been doing all summer?” 
asked Hunting of his friend. “I haven't 
seen you for a long time.” 

“Oh! I’ve been doing everything and 
nothing. I don’t know what’s the matter. 
Went down to the beach with the family, 
got disgusted, and came back. Hung around 
awhile, and then I went up to Bill’s camp. 
Lot of lovely fellows up there, but I didn’t 
like it, so I have been hanging around ever 
since. Business is as dull as the deuce, and 
I can’t seem to find anything to interest me. 
I don’t know what’s the matter.” 

‘Hmm! Bet I can tell you!’ said Hunt- 
ing. “You need God.” 

“Aw, come off. You know churches get 
on my nerves, the way they are run now,” 
was the disgusted reply. 

“Who said anything about churches? 
That isn’t where you find God. Say, listen. 
I'll stake my reputation with you that if 
you'll do what I tell you, you'll feel better 
than you have for years,” said Hunting. 

“T’m listening.”’ 

“All right. You go somewhere and get 
some old clothes—a flannel shirt, riding pants, 
and knee boots. Then get some grub and 
stuff and hit the woods, the deep woods. We 
used to go camping years ago and you can 
do it. But say, go alone! When you get 
your stuff, come around and I'll tell you 
where to go. I felt just the way you do 
once, and I did what I’m telling you to do; 
and by George! I’ve been a better and 
happier man ever since.” 

Downing was skeptical, but he said, 
“You're in earnest all right. Never saw you 
more so, but tell me the idea,’ so Hunting 
told him his own experience. 

“It was about five years ago. I was in 
just about the condition you are in now. 
Nothing satisfied me. About that time I ran 
across Jim Callahan. He’s quite an out- 


door man, and he told me just what I’ve 
told you now. I was willing to try any- 
thing once, so I did what he told me to do. 
He took me up into the woods himself, but I 
can tell you where to find the place and you 
can go alone.” 

“We got up there about three o’clock in 
the afternoon. Jim helped me pitch a little 
tent I had brought and then he left me. 
That night I called myself all kinds of a fool 
for ever listening to Jim. There I was, fifty 
miles from nowhere, lying on the cold ground, 
when I might have been at home in a good 
bed. 

“The next day I began to see things 
differently. I got up with the sun, cooked 
my bacon and eggs, and ate them with a 
better appetite than I had had for months; 
for the day before we had a lot of hiking, and 
I was already beginning to have that outdoor 
feeling. 

“In the next week a great change came 
over me. I didn’t get up at sunrise because 
I got tired enough to sleep until eight or 
nine o’clock; but sometimes I got up early 
just to see the sun rise. All day long I hiked 
and explored and fished and had more fun 
than I had since I was a kid. But the nights 
were more important for my cure. After 
supper I would light my pipe and sit beside 
my fire and think. I’d think of the day just 
past; of the things I’d seen and done, and by 
the Lord Harry, if that sort of stuff doesn’t 
get you, nothing will! I don’t know why it 
is, but a fellow sees things a lot clearer when 
he’s in the woods, alone, and J think it’s God. 
You don’t have to believe that, but I bet 
you will before you get back.” 

It was nearly a month from the time that 
Downing had gone away when the men saw 
each other again. 

Hunting spoke first. ‘‘Hello, there, old 
top! How are you feeling? Did my plans work?” 

“Say, that scheme of yours was a wonder. 
I had just about the same experience you had, 
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and I changed just the same way, and by 
George, if it isn’t God that turns the trick 
through the things he has made up there in 
the woods, I’ll eat my hat. And another 
thing—I believe the chances are against a 
fellow that goes up there with even one 
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other fellow. It’s the nights beside the 
campfire when you sit alone and think, that 
make you see things as they really are,” 
and Downing’s enthusiasm was so real and 
apparent that Hunting congratulated himself 
for the thing he had done. 


PITTS Ug 


All for the Doue of Art 


By Merritt C. TENNEY, '22 


Cast of Characters 


Mr. Archibald F. 
millionaire broker. 

Mr. O. Whitney Furber, his friend, an art 
dealer. 

Rafael Gabrielli, the Italian office boy. 

Jones, the head clerk. 

Miss Chase, the stenographer. 

A Customer. 


Morgan, a_ thrifty 


The scene is in Mr. Morgan’s brokerage 
rooms in Wall Street. In the foreground is 
a large table with writing accessories on it. 
In the left foreground is the office door; 
beyond, by the windows, is Mr. Jones’ desk. 
On the right is the filing department, with 
the stenographer’s desk. In the rear, behind 
a railing, is Mr. Morgan’s private office, 
with his desk, a small table beside it, a hat 
rack, and a screen, which partly hides the 
desk from view. 

Time—about nine o’clock in the morning. 

As the scene opens, Mr. Jones is disclosed 
writing at his desk, while the stenographer is 
busy at the files. The office door opens 
suddenly, and Mr. Morgan blows in. 


Mr. Morgan: Good morning, Jones. 
Good morning, Miss Chase. A fine morning, 
isn’t it? 


Jones and Miss Chase: Good morning. 
Yes, very fine. 

Mr. Morgan: Miss Chase, have you sent 
off that Sweatly letter yet? 

Miss Chase: No, sir. It’s written, but 
Rafael isn’t here yet, so I couldn’t mail it. 

Mr. Morgan: Humph! It’s high time he 
was here. (Goes into office to hang up his 
coat and hat. Sees Rafael seated behind 


screen at his desk. Tiptoes up behind him 
and perceives that he is drawing a caricature 
of him. Seizes him by the collar and shakes 
him.) You lazy little Dago, what d’ya mean 
by this? Drawing pictures on my time, eh? 

Rafael: I—I—I 

Mr. Morgan: Didn’t you know about the 
letters? (Rafael attempts to reply, but is 
too rapidly gyrating to do so.) We can’t 
stand this. (Looks at drawing.) A picture 
of me? Well, your fired, understand, fired! 
Get out and mail these letters quick, before 
I kick you out. Get your money tonight, 
and don’t you dare come in again. (Rafael, 
with fists clenched and eyes flashing, goes 
out into main office. To himself.) These 
Wops are lazy as the deuce—and impudent! 
Whew! (Hangs up coat and hat, and seats 
himself at desk. Begins work.) 

(Enter Customer) 

Customer: Good day, Mr. Jones. Give 
me ten shares of Ironton R. R. Preferred on 
margin, if it’s touched bottom, will you? 

Jones: Ironton, sir? Really, I can’t say. 
I must speak to Mr. Morgan a minute. 
(Enters private office) Mr. Morgan, how 
about Ironton Preferred? Has it touched 
bottom? 

Mr. Morgan: No, and it never will. It 
isn’t worth the paper it’s written on. After 
your experience, Jones, you ought to know 
that. Use your head; it saves time. We 
don’t handle that stuff anyway—we can’t 
afford to lose a cent these times. And—oh, 
say! I’ve fired that worthless office boy, he’s 
going tonight—see? Pay him, and _ get 
another when you can. Now, don’t bother 
me again, I’m awfully busy this morning. 
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Jones: (returning to customer) Mr. 
Morgan says that the stock is worthless; we 
cannot handle it. Good-day, sir! 


Customer: (Good-day! (Exit customer; 
enter Mr. O. Whitney Furber.) 

Mr. Furber: Hello, Jonesy, old man! 
How goes it? Is the boss in? ; 

Mr. Morgan: Hello, Whit, that you? 
Come on in. Glad t’ see ya. How are ya, 
old chap? Have a cigar! What ya got for 
me this morning? 

Mr. Furber: Thanks. (Looks at cigar 
critically, then lights it). Well, Archie, 


I’ve got a big piece of news—yes, sir, a big 
piece of news! 

Mr. Morgan: Whassat? S’more prints? 

Mr. Furber: Yeah! I was down in the 
East End t’other day gallivantin’ ’round an’ 
I picked up these in a print-shop. (Opens his 
brief case and pulls out two drawings.) 
Whaddya think of them? (Hands them to 
Morgan, who looks at them, and perceives 
that one is a drawing of Wall Street as seen 
from his window, and that the other is the 
interior of his office.) 

Mr. Morgan: I will be hanged! 
did va run across these? 

Mr. Furber: (chewing cigar) Saw ’em in 
an art shop, recognized ’em, and got ’em, 
that’s all. Wanta take ’em? 

Mr. Morgan: Yes. How much? 

Mr. Furber: Well, they’re mighty fine 
drawings, and are cheap at $100 apiece, 
but you can have ’em for $75, seein’ as we're 
good friends. 

Mr. Morgan: (Pulling out his check book) 
O. K. Here goes! 

(Enter Gabrielli with the mail.) 

Rafael: Meesta Morgan, here ees your letta. 

Mr. Morgan: All right. Put it on the 
table there. 

Rafael (catching sight of the drawings, 
rushes forward.) O, Meesta Morgan, where 
you getta the peecture? Where you 

Mr. Morgan: (Angrily) Clear out, will 
your Do you-——— 

Rafael: But Meesta Morgan. I 

Mr. Morgan: Get out, I tell you. 


How 


(Rises, 


and shoves Rafael out. Turns to Furber 
apologetically.) You have no idea, Whit, 
how annoying these Dagoes can be; I’m 
letting that fellow go tonight. He’s lazy 
as they make ’em. When I came in this 
morning I found him drawing pictures at my 
desk—fancy it—drawing pictures! Can you 
beat it! 

Mr. Furber: That so? What’s his name? 

Mr. Morgan: Blest if I know—some out- 
landish combination—lets—see—hm—oh, yes! 
Rafael Gabri—something or other. 

Mr. Furber: Gabrielli? 

Mr. Morgan: That’s it. 

Mr. Furber: You say you’re going to fire 
him tonight? 

Mr. Morgan: Yes, and good riddance, too. 

Mr. Furber: Well, I'll take him. (To 
Rafael). Come here, boy! 

Rafael: (Sullenly) Aw, whatcha want? 

Mr. Furber: Come here a minute. (Rafael 
approaches.) What was it you wanted two 
minutes ago when Mr. Morgan put you out? 
Tell me! 

Rafael: I—where you gottadem? 
ing at pictures.) 

Mr. Furber: Bought ’em. Why? 

Rafael: 1 drawa dem. I sell ’em to ol’ 
Ike—he keepa the tree balls—he giva me da 
money—one, two, tree dolla, Tree dolla— 
tree dolla—that helpa ma mudder buy a 
dressa—she— 

Mr. Morgan: (handing check to Furber) 
Hang it all, Whit, do you swallow that yarn? 
Some fish story, I’ll say. 

Mr. Furber: (pointing at name in corner 
of each picture) No fish stories here. See 
that, Morgan? 

Mr. Morgan: (reading name) You're 
right, Whit. There must be some stuff in 
that kid, after all. See here, Raffrelli, or 
whatever it is—I guess I'll keep you after * 
all. Seems ’sif you did have some sprawl. 
Anyone who can draw like that deserves a 
chance, even though he is lazy sometimes. 

Rafael: Ho! I stay? You no beata me 
no more. I go! I draw! I paint! I maka de 
chink dat-a-way, see? 


(Point- 
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Mr. Morgan: Well, when a man is kind 
enough— 

Mr. Furber: Now look here, Archie, that’s 
about enough of that gaff. Say, Rafael, 
you come with me now, and I'll give you a 
job at drawing. How’s that? 

Rafael: (To Morgan) You thinka you 
cheata the Dago? Huh? You gonna keepa 
him for to work? You gonna beata him, 
what? No! no!! I gonna work; drawa de 
peecture! I go!! 

Mr. Morgan: Well, of all th— You— 


Mr. Furber: Yeah. Thanks for the sale, 
Archie. You always did appreciate art. 
(To Rafael) Let’s go! 

(They walk out of the office together. 
Morgan follows, after a period of silence at 
his desk.) 

Mr. Morgan: Jones! 

Jones: Yes, sir. 

Mr. Morgan: Hire another office boy as 
quick as you can, and be sure that you get 
an Italian who can draw pictures! 

CURTAIN 
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Che Exception 


By Jerome F. Ryan, ’23 


Neb Turner! In Jackson that name 
meant all that was greedy and selfish. For 
three generations the Turners had been the 
financial powers of the Tennessee town. Neb, 
however, was reputed to be the worst of them 
all. Asa result he was hated both for his ruth- 
lessness in business matters and for his miserly 
habits in his domestic life. It is needless to say 
that he had amassed an enormous fortune, and 
that the real estate that he either owned or 
controlled, made up the larger part of Jackson. 

It is with Neb Turner’s only son that this 
story deals. In reality, Fred Turner was a 
lovable, manly, upright young man, for he 
had his father’s iron nerve and determination 
combined with his mother’s tenderness and 
cheerfulness. For two weeks he had been 
home from college after the completion of a 
four-year course in engineering. The people of 
Jackson never stopped to think whether Fred 
Turner was any good or not. Why should they 

‘waste their time in such a foolish way as 
that? Hadn’t Fred’s great-grandfather been 
a tight-fisted old skinflint; hadn’t his grand- 
father been a crabbed old miser; wasn’t his 
father the both of them combined? Why, 
certainly; and there was no reason under the 
sun why the youngest Turner shouldn’t be 
a Silas Marner, a Shylock, and a Nero all in 
one. 

These things were slowly dawning on 
Fred as he sat in his room on a beautiful 


morning in June. That was the reason why 
so many people ignored him, and that was 
the reason why all of his friendly advances 
were met so coldly. As Fred reflected on 
these things he determined that before the 
summer was gone he would have made 
friends with every person in Jackson. He 
determined that people everywhere should 
forget that he was a Turner, and that they 
should learn to respect him as an honest, 
upright man. 

Now the only thing that Fred was lacking 
was a plan to go by. In other words, how 
was he to bring about this reconciliation 
between the Turners and the people of 
Jackson? He had some errands to do in 
Jackson that particular morning, so he 
mounted his horse and rode away, intending 
to form a plan of some kind or other. When 
he arrived at Jackson Center he dismounted 
from his horse and said a cheerful ‘Good 
morning’ to a gang of loiterers, but not one 
of them moved a muscle. For all the response 
that he got, he might just as well have spoken 
to a stone wall. On his way home he pur- 
posely spoke to every person that he knew, 
and out of twenty or more people, perhaps 
two or three spoke to him, the rest ignored 
him. 

This was the last straw; he would stand 
it no longer. Immediately upon arriving at 
home, he went to his father’s room, and, as 
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he had expected, found him at his desk going 
over some papers. 

Fred immediately opened the battle by 
telling his father that he ran his business in a 
miserly way, and that he was getting to be 
little better than a narrow-minded money 
lender. Seeing that this did not ruffle his 
father any, he determined to say something 
that would ruffle him; and this was the 
remark: ‘‘Now, you’ve either got to change 
your tactics, or break with me. What do 
you say?” His father glanced up, coolly 
surveyed him, and said, “Mr. Smart Alec, 
tomorrow I shall leave here on an important 
business trip. I shall be gone at least two 
weeks. Now, my proposition is just this: 
I will leave my business entirely in your hands; 
you can do with it what you please, and I 
wish you the best of luck.” 

Mr. Fred Turner, the supposedly terrible 
young tyrant of Jackson, took his father’s 
business into his hands, and inside of two 
weeks he lowered interest rates, canceled 
mortgages, extended the time on notes, and 
gave liberally to all kinds of charitable 
societies. In short, he showed some of the 
generosity which the Turners could so well 
afford to show, but which his father did not 
seem to possess. 

When the two weeks had elapsed and 
Turner, Sr. returned home he was met by a 
very determined looking Turner, Jr., who 
soon gave him the following report: ‘“‘Dad, in 
actual cash you are minus some ten thousand 


dollars, but I have won for the Turners the 
friendship of the people of Jackson. That 
friendship is worth at least five million 
dollars, and when you figure that out you 
will have to admit that I am a good business 
man.”’ 

His father gave him a rather contemptuous 
glance and said, “Just as I thought. You 
have no business sense whatever, and if I 
had stayed away any longer, you would 
probably have ruined me.” 

Fred winced under this scathing rebuke, 
but replied: “You know, father, that a man’s 
wealth is usually measured by the relation of 
his assets to his liabilities. Financially, you 
are well fixed, and you know that I wouldn’t 
ruin you in ten years; but when it comes 
down to kindness and generosity you are 
hopelessly lost. Why, you are getting to be 
little better than a money-making machine! 
Why don’t you experiment, and try to be 
just a plain man for a few weeks?”’ 

“Sit down, Fred, I’ve got something to 
tell you. Ten years ago your mother told 
me the same thing, only in not quite the same 
words. I knew then that she was right, and 
the only reason I didn’t change was my pride 
in my reputation. I thought I was the great- 
est person in Jackson, but I see now that 
money and ruthlessness can’t be compared 
with the things you just mentioned. There- 
fore, from now on, son, with your help, I'll 
try toexercise a little kindness and generosity.” 

And father proved no exception. 
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The End of the World 


By F. I. Hows, '24 


It was about seven P. M., when I arrived 
home from a flying visit to Europe. The 
year was nineteen hundred and fifty. I had 
just put on the receivers of the wireless tele- 
phone when I heard the excited voice of Mr. 
A. T. Larkins, the chief prophet of the 
future, saying, “Quick, everyone! Up on 
your airplanes for your life!”’ 

He stopped; then: ‘“‘We have just heard 


from Mars that a comet is coming at us full 
speed and will probably strike before 
morning.’ I waited to hear no more, but 
rushed from the room to the hangar where 
the airplane was. My son had gone on a 
business trip with it! I ran to the other 
hangar and, Joy! my balloon, equipped with 
Liberty motors, was there, ready for a journey. 
I filled the gas tank, and than ran into the 
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house, got the wife and children, and rushed 
to the balloon. 

We rose up, and not too soon, for as we 
reached the altitude of thirty-five thousand 
feet, a terrific crash rent the air. Looking 
down, we saw the earth filled with great 
gaps, from which poured smoke and flame. 
I shoved the engine into full speed, intending 
to get to Mars. While we were going at a 
terrific pace, the engines stopped. We were 
out of gasoline. Then, as we thought, we 
fell, and landed in an ocean. 
clear of the debris we saw coming towards 
us something that looked like a huge bird, 
floating on the water. And we found to our 
intense surprise and amazement, and also 
joy, that it was full of Martians. They took 
us to shore, telling us (for they knew our 


When we were’ 


telescope. It was true. Well, we settled 
down, and here we are, still on Mars, waiting 
for the earth to show up. When it does, my 
family and I will go back to it. 

Here is a description of the Martians. 
They are very small, the tallest being about 
four feet in height, but are very strong. 
They have three eyes, two where our own 
are, and one in the back of their heads. They 
have no hair on their heads. Mars has a 
large quantity of radium, which was con- 
sidered very valuable on the earth. How- 
ever, they use radium as money. The 
Martians are very learned, and have a fifth 
dimension, which is impossible to describe. 

Why don’t you people from Jupiter come 
up and visit us some time? Well, when we 
once more see the earth, we shall meet each 


language) that the world had disappeared. other again. Never lose hope, my son, 
To prove it, they let us look through the _ never. 
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Dnlly 


By MIRIAM FOWLE, 723 


Slowly from the Western hillside 
Fades the sunset’s ruddy light, 

While the birds amid the tree-tops 
Softly chirp their sweet good-night. 


Looking in the growing twilight 
Towards the grassy fields ahead, 

Stands the fair-faced, blue-eyed Dolly, 
Waiting for her dark-eyed Ned. 


From across the verdant meadow 
Comes a whistle, loud and shrill. 
“Don’t you hear him coming, Dolly? 

Dolly dear, on top the hill?” 


And the one she’s long been waiting, 
Hat upraised, now comes in sight, 

Hastening towards the blue-eyed maiden 
Waiting in the soft twilight. 
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Lives of centipedes remind us 

They have got us “‘beat’’ each time. 
Think of all the little footprints 
They leave on the sands of time! 


Didn't On 
By HELEN Faust ’24 


Mr. Meant To had a comrade, 

And his name was Didn’t Do. 

Have you had a chance to meet them? 

Did they ever call on you? 

Those two fellows live together 

In the house of Never Win. 

It was haunted by a ghost named 
Might Have Been. 
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Aunel’s Wings 
By ELEANOR JONES, ’22 


The sunset to-night was like angel’s wings, 
With flashes of rose hue and velvety grey. 
The pines on the height were black and bold, 
And over the fields the pale snow lay. 


If ’twere in summer's twilight hush, 

The thrush’s sweet vesper song would ring 
Up in a forest of shadowy green, 

Where whisp’ring winds soft lullabies sing. 


But now the birds have flown away, 

The land once green is cold and white. 
Yet ever the sky holds its beauties rare— 
The angel wings of a winter twilight. 
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“SE Winter Comes” 
By A. S. M. Hurcuinson 


The growing tendency of the modern 
novel to do away with “blood and fire’ plots, 
and to base its appeal to the public on its 
character work and on its handling of 
“problems,”’ is well exemplified in “If Winter 
Comes.”” This novel, which the majority 
of critics have announced as the greatest of 
1921, has for its central theme the psychical 
development of its hero, Mark Sabre, and the 
trials which his adherence to his ideals 
compels him to endure. Neither his wife, 
his employers, nor his friends at large, have 
any common sympathy with him; until he 
meets Nona he is left to fight his battles 
alone. An “eternal triangle’ situation 
ensues; a lawsuit and sickness follow; but 
the hero at last emerges from his troubles 
with the hope of better things before him. 
“If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind ?”’ 
is the text which the author has selected for 
an epitome of Sabre’s career. 


The character work is the principal feature 
of this book. Sabre, the annoying idealist, 
who always takes the other side of the 
question; Mabel, the righteous and dignified 
pedant, who cannot brook the harmless 
idiosyncracies of her husband; Nona, the 
sympathetic ‘“‘affinity’’; the Reverend Boom 
Bagshaw, a selfish and egotistical churchman; 
Mr. Fortune, the autocratic business magnate; 
Lord Tybar, the brilliant but unprincipled 
nobleman; the amusing Jinkses; and many 
others—all are treated with admirable lucid- 
ity and consistency. The universality of 
their appeal is dubious; their personalities 
are more eccentric than general; and since 
they are developed from a psycho-analytical 
point of view, the probability is that they 
will not always suit the taste of the reading 
public. 

The language of Mr. 
specific, forceful, and suggestive. 


Hutchinson is 
Like many 


other modern writers, he has the habit of 
compressing sentences into single words, 
and of repeating those words for emphasis. 
Consequently his paragraphs have a weirdly 
fragmentary appearance which leaves much 
the same impression on one’s mind as a 
blueprint—definite, but not exactly beautiful. 
His style is powerful, but not artistic. The 
court scene proves this. 

There is one fault in Mr. Hutchinson’s 
book which appears in those of several of 
his contemporaries—the fact that the hero’s 
wife is not his proper ‘‘soul-mate.’’ Modern 
heroes of novels apparently lack sufficient 
intelligence or stamina to accept the alterna- 
tive of marrying rightly, or not at all. Con- 
structive criticism of popular morals in the 
shape of an example which is strictly idealistic 
is better than a realistic representation which 
presents a false or undesirable view of life. 
No artist ever paints a garbage can simply 
because it is real. Therefore, why should 
not the marital relation be portrayed in its 
best possible light rather than as one of 
these disgusting “eternal triangle’ affairs 
however actual it may be? 

On the whole, this novel is beneficial to 
the reader, and, with a little judicious thought 
on his part, he may derive much profit from 
it, for many new and startling phases of 
philosophy are latent in its pages. Mr. 
Hutchinson certainly deserves much credit 
for this intellectual, though hardly enter- 
taining, production. 
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“Modern European History’ 


(Period of the Revolution and the Empire) 
By Cuartes D. Hazen 


European affairs are now of such great 
influence and moment that it is not only well 
to understand the present situation but also 
to have.a knowledge of its very important 
historical background. This is ably  fur- 
nished by the history under consideration, 
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since it gives the relation of past events to 
the present, as well as its presentation of the 
historical matter itself. 

As a history this book is unique in many 
ways. It is not in the least encyclopaedic 
and the dates are few but important. When 
so many histories are mere collections of 
facts, it is no wonder that we do not find them 
interesting. Mr. Hazen, however, seems to 
be one of the few who have realized and 
avoided this. He has made a thoughtful 
study of his subject, and presents it in a very 
appealing form, which makes it unusually 
pleasant reading. His character study of 
Napoleon is excellent. He does not bow 
down and worship him, neither does he con- 
demn him utterly, but analyzes his motives 
and ambitions with great perspicuity and with 
a fine human understanding. Another unusual 
thing is that in dealing with the French 
Revolution he does not once quote Carlyle. 
Practically, every text concerning it that one 
comes across has copious quotations, and 
loses interest thereby. Not that I mean to 


say that Carlyle’s history is uninteresting, 
because that is untrue, but the author who 
quotes freely forfeits his own individuality. 
Another desirable characteristic is that his 
treatment of the subject is broad, compre- 
hensive, and free from all the unnecessary 
and uninteresting detail which deadens so 
much historical literature. Perhaps this is 
because he seems interested himself, and thus 
awakens a like interest in the reader. 

The style of this history is without doubt 
its most striking feature. For a history it is 
exceptionally smooth and colorful. There 
is nothing musty about it, nothing that 
savors of the mere reference book or the 
encyclopaedia, nothing worn-out or thread- 
bare. The dates, with the exception of the 
most important, are noticeably absent, and 
the topical arrangement so common to old 
school histories is greatly simplified. 

I should recommend this to everyone, 
particularly to those who do not find history 
very interesting. It will give them an entirely 
different and refreshing view of the subject. 
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Miss Boston 
By MADELAINE KROLL, ’24 
PART I 


Tis the tale of a flapper from Boston 
Which I am about to relate; 

The fate of a perfect lady 

Reared in the ‘bake-bean State.’ 


*Tis true that she summered in Newport, 
And wintered in Florida, too; 

Yet ’twas the blood of old Boston 

That made her so downright Blue. 


Her ‘dawncing’ was quite perfect; 
Her game of golf, sublime; 

Her vocal intonation 

And accent was divine. 


But though she was a social bud, 
No mortal ever asked 

What small degree of common sense 
This social varnish masked. 


“My Dear, it’s simply awful, 
The notes I have to write, 
And as for entertainments 

I have one every night!” 


“My Dear, I must do some shopping, 
I haven’t a gown to my name! 

The discrepancy in my attire, 

Is really quite a shame!” 


PART H 
’Twas a porter who worked in the Plaza 
Who finally told the grim truth. 
This shocking revelation 
Was made by a chocolate youth. 


“Ah kin tell a puffic lady, 

By the way she shets the door,” 
Thus spake the colored porter, 
As he gracefully swept the floor. 


““A puffic lady steps up soft, 
An’ shets the door with care, 
An’ does it all so softly, 

You hardly know she’s there. 


“But the kind like her, they slams the door 
So it shakes the whole hotel. 

They thinks they got a right to 

Because folks calls ’em swell. 


“But she ain’t as much of a lady, 

As Jenny, the girl who cleans. 

Jenny’s always kind, and gentle and sweet 
An’ that’s what ‘puffic’ means.” 
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DOROTHY FANNIE BARTON 


“Cheeks as soft as July peaches; 
Lips whose dewy scarlet teaches 
Poppies paleness ; round large eyes 
Ever great with new surprise.” 


Date of birth — September 11, 1904. 
Place of birth — Dorchester, Mass. 


Dorothy’s cheerful countenance greets us many mornings as she 
comes to take the attendance slips. Very few would suspect this 
demure maiden of her extreme fondness for popcorn. She expects to 
work somewhere when she gets through school. Whoever her em- 
ployer is, he certainly will be lucky. Dot did splendidly as leading 
lady in the Senior play. 

Basket-ball 3-4, Mgr. 4. Senior Play 4. Legion Entertainment 4. 


WINIFRED MARIE BUTLER 


“As genial as sunshine, like warmth to impart, 
Is a good-natured word from a good-natured heart.” 


Date of birth — May 28, 1903. 
Place of birth — Winthrop, Mass. 


When Win is absent from school, which isn’t often, we all feel 
the loss; for, though she’s just ‘‘a wee little girl,’’ she has made a 
big place for herself in the class. 

As secretary of the class, and Exchange Editor of Ghe Aduncate 
this year, she has had a large amount of work to do, but it’s all been 
done conscientiously, and, what is better, without complaint. She’s 
planning to train for a kindergarten teacher. The youngsters are 
certainly to be congratulated. 


Aduorate 3-4. Senior Play 4. ClassSecretary 4. Debating Club 2. 
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JENNIE DEAN CARTER 


“Oh woman! in our hours of ease, 
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please.”’ 


Date of birth —-- April 11, 1903. 
Place of birth — Needham Heights, Mass. 
Jennie has quiet but winsome ways. She plans to enter the 


Conservatory of Music, next year. Besides her musical ability, 
she is noted for her artistic taste and her horror of the ridiculous. 


Her fine sense of artistic dress, when she officiated as Wardrobe 
Mistress in our Senior Play, was the cause of such successful and 
effective costumes. 


Adunurate 3-4. Basket-ball 3—4. 


CHARLES ALLISON GOHOON 


“O heaven! were man 
But constant, he were perfect.’ 


Date of birth — March 8, 1904. 
Place of birth — Beverly, Mass. 

Charlie is noted for four things — his languid temperament, 
his appalling dignity, his perennial good-nature, and his fondness 
for girls. His oral themes are classics. They will prove useful 
when he becomes a salesman after he has graduated from B. U. 


Orchestra 1-3-4. 
Aduorate 3-4. 
Debating Club 2. 


MARY FALGONER DONALD 


“T laugh not at another’s loss; 
I grudge not at another's gain.”’ 


Date of birth — August 8, 1903. 
Place of birth — Roxbury, Mass. 


Mary is thought of in connection with a blue gown. She presides 
over the lunch table at recess and metes out justice to all in the 
shape of sandwiches. She also is one of the commercial class. 
Her willingness to help others has won her many friends. 


Che Aduncate 37 
RUSSELL LOUIS EMERY 


“They cannot be complete in aught 
Who are not humorously prone; 
A man without a merry thought 
Can hardly have a funny-bone.” 


Date of birth — August 12, 1902. 
Place of birth — Needham Heights, Mass. 

““Wacko”’ is a baseball fiend — the sound of a bat is music to his 
ears. He is manager this year, and a more efficient one couldn't 
be found. He is obliging, too, and will do anything for a friend. 
He is going into business, we hear. Here’s hoping that he becomes 
a millionaire. 

Baseball 2-3-4, Mer. 3-4. 


ROSCOE ELLWOOD FAIRBANKS 


“Then hadst thou had an excellent head of hair.”’ 
“Why, would that have mended my hair?” 
“Past question; for thou seest it will not curl by nature.” 


Date of birth — March 5, 1905. 
Place of birth — Indianapolis, Indiana. 

“Rocco”’ is very athletic, and his hair is the envy of all the girls. 
His distaste for the “‘limelight’’ is noted, nevertheless, he consented 
to take part in the Senior play. Also, he has rendered valuable 
service in football and baseball. He is captain of the baseball team, 
this year. 

As to the future, he says he is going to Centre College to train for 
a missionary to the Samoan Islands; but we have strong doubts of 
his veracity. 

Football 2-3-4. Baseball 3—4 (Capt. 4). Senior Play 4. 


BARBARA FISH 


“And glasses with horn bows, 
Sat astride her nose, with a look of wisdom supernal.” 


Date of birth — December 28, 1903. 
Place of birth — Worcester, Mass. 

Barbara abhors the thought of being considered prim and proper, 
so she never gives us a chance for judging her as such. Her candid 
opinion on all occasions lends spice to any recitation or conversation. 
She is so clever and good-natured that it is delightful to have her in 
our Class. 

Senior Play 4. 
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Che Aduorcate 
GRAGE LILLIAN- GODFREY 


‘“‘And she was a damsel of delicate mold, 
With hair like the sunshine and heart of gold.” 


Date of birth — January 8, 1904. 
Place of birth — Needham Heights, Mass. 

Grace, with her dainty little walk, and her winning smile, has 
found a niche in everybody’s heart. She is a very efficient member 
of the commercial class. She is present at many of the social events 
of the school. Her musical ability is greatly appreciated at all 
school festivities. 

Class Vice-president 1-3. Senior Play 4. 

Chronicle Reporter 4. Adunorate 3-4. 


MABEL JOSEPHINE HALL 


“Laugh thy girlish laughter 
Then, the moment after, 
Weep thy girlish tears.” 


Date of birth — February 24, 1903. 
Place of birth — Charles River Village. 


Mabel is really quite mute in class but, oh, she makes up for it 
outside of school. She’s gay and loquacious, and a right good com- 
panion. Probably she’ll make a splendid assistant in the position 
she intends to take in the Town Clerk’s office. If she shows in her 
future work the constancy which she has displayed in traveling back 
and forth to school these many years, good fortune will be hers. 


Senior Play 4. 


ARTHUR EDWARD HARKINS 


“A man of independent mind.”’ 


Date of birth — February 1, 1903. 
Place of birth — Waltham, Mass. 

“Harky” is always happy; at least, he always appears to be. His 
smile is famous; when we see it coming we forget our cares. We can 
never forget his favorite expression, ‘“‘Hello, boys! What kep’ ya?” 
He is noted for asking questions on a subject after it is apparently 
settled, especially in geometry. ) 

He is to continue his work with the Needham Trust Co. after 
graduation; and we hope to see him president of that company some 
day. 

Senior Play 4. Debating Club 2. 
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MAY CHRISTIANA HARKINS 


“ Never idle a moment, but thrifty and thoughtful of others.” 


Date of birth — September 12, 1904. 
Place of birth — Needham, Mass. 


May is another of those happy mortals whose luck it is to be 
connected with the lunch counter and be to able to sample all the 
sandwiches and cookies. May is most conscientious and every re- 
quirement is done carefully and promptly. These characteristics 
will be a great help to her in securing the good business position which 
she deserves. 


VIRGINIA FRANCES HEALD 


“And, oh! that eye was in itself a soul!” 


Date of birth — December 18, 1902. 
Place of birth — Waterville, Me. 

Gin is mostly famous for her eyes, and her “‘girlish laughter,’’— 
and she is never alone! She is a most enthusiastic rooter at the games. 
She excels in singing, and our only regret is that we will not be able 
to hear her joining her voice in singing merry rhymes with the children 
of her, kindergarten when she has finished her training at the Perry 
Normal School. 


Senior Play 4. 


HARRIET MARIE HOWE 


“And yet, believe me, good as well as ill, 
Woman’s at best a contradiction still.” 


Date of birth — August 6, 1903. 
Place of birth — Needham, Mass. 

Harriet, or ‘Harrie,’ as some are prone to call her, is one of the 
happiest in the class. Her charming personality, smiling through 
the character of ‘Madame Butterfly,’ delighted all at the 
Prize Speaking Contest in which she won many honors. In the 
Senior Play she takes the part of the confidential friend, which is well | 
suited to one who, herself, has so many friends. She is going to 
Wheaton, but so varied are her hopes and plans, it is hard to say 
whether she will be a Latin professor or a designer of gowns in Paris. 

Class Secretary 2-3. Senior Play 4. Debating Club 2. 

Aduocate 3-4. Prize Speaking 4. Class Orator. 
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Che Adunocate 


ELEANOR JONES 


“Whence is thy learning? Hath thy toil 
O’er books consumed the midnight oil?” 


Date of birth — June 4, 1905. 
Place of birth — Millis, Mass. 


Eleanor joined our humble band in September, 1920. By her 
manner, at first we thought that she was going to be very distant, 
but we soon found her a most human and lovable person, and a valu- 
able asset to the class. In acting, of all kinds she is quite a wonder. 
Her language is shocking, though, when the Senior Play is in question 
—too shocking for such a nice little girl. She has her eye on Mount 
Holyoke, and intends to become an English professor there next 
year. We'll miss you, Eleanor. 

Vice-President of Class 4. Senior Play 4. Salutatorian. 


Aduorate 3-4. Prize Speaking 3. 


MARY ELIZABETH KENNEY 


“Bid her come forth; 
Suffer herself to be desired, 
And not blush so to be admired.” 


Date of birth — July 4, 1903. 
Place of birth — Salem, Mass. 


“Throw me down a sandwich, Mary!” “Oh, give me something 
to eat!’ These are the oft repeated entreaties with which Mary, 
one of the custodians of the lunch counter, is hailed. ‘Tis hard to 
tell in which her fingers are more deft, in shaping nutritious sandwiches, 
or in pounding the swift-moving keys of the typewriter. There are 
possibilities in both. Such willing and adept hands cannot fail to 
find work in the buisness field. 


CLIFFORD WELLINGTON KILMER 


“Tf she be pleasant to look :on, 
What does the young man say?” 


Date of birth — August 31, 1903 
Place of birth — Worcester, Mass. 

This genial gentleman’s classic form is often seen at dances, where 
he is always one of the bright lights. Moreover, for three long years 
his jovial person has presided at our class meetings, where he has 
calmed our disputes and brought peace. Only an artist can do that. 
Clif is bound for B. U., so he says. Perhaps some day he will be 
head of the Sanscrit Department there. Who knows? 

Class President 2—3-4. Football Manager 4. Advocate 4. 

Debating Club 2. Senior Play 4. 
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CHARLES FULLER NICKERSON 


“O, what men dare do! what men may do! what men daily do, not 
knowing what they do.” 


Date of birth — June 14, 1902. 
Place of birth — West Somerville, Mass. 
As the poet has said: 


“In these two things he does surpass, 
In cracking jokes—and cracking glass.’ 


’ 


Nick is the funny man of the class. He always says the wrong 
thing at the right time and his descriptions of interesting events are 
delightfully ludicrous. He is thinking of B. U. 


Senior Play 4. 


MARY AGNES O’NEIL 


“All living creatures she doth feed, 
And with full hand supplies them.” 


Date of birth — July 28, 1904. 
Place of birth — Roxbury, Mass. 


“You a hairdressser, indeed!’ Who can doubt this statement 
when May did enact so well the part in the Senior Play. She is in- 
dustrious too, and so studious that you always see her busy with her 
books. May comes from Charles River Village, and it is her delightful 
privilege to be late to school in the morning. Isn’t it fine, May, to 
be immune from after-school tardy sessions? 


Senior Play 4. 


DOROTHY POND 


“So calm, so beautiful, yet how cold!” 


Date of birth — May 6, 1904. 
Place of birth — Waltham, Mass. 


Dot is one of the very few who has been with the class since the 
first grade of school. We should hardly know what to do without 
her. She is very famous for her singing, dancing and acting. Her 
plans for next fall are uncertain. We would suggest, if she is ever 
hard up for a job, that she become a lady chauffeur. 


Senior Play 4. 
Class Historian and Prophet. 
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Che Aduocate 
LINCOLN THOMAS ROCKWELL 


“Oh, he hath a lean and hungry look!” 


Date of birth — September 3, 1903. 
Place of birth — Watertown, Mass. 

“Link’s”’ propensities for commercial enterprise color everything 
which he undertakes. Even his oral themes in English IV relate to 
business life. Not only is he a business man, but an actor, for he 
played a prominent part in the Senior play. 

When we get old and gray, and find our eyesight failing, we will 
go to Link, since he intends to become an optician. 

Senior Play 4. 


FANNIE FLORA ROSENBLAT 


“Oh, wealth is like a quiet mind.” 


Date of birth — August 7, 1902. 
Place of birth — Charles River Village, Mass. 

We've always thought Fannie very quiet and shy until she sur- 
prised us this winter with her recitation, ““O Captain, My Captain.”’ 
Semi-occasionally she delights us with her piano playing, if she 
doesn’t know we're listening. 

She is planning to continue her musical studies at the Conservatory 
next fall. 


DOROTHY SATTERLEE 


“But the Boston maid smiles courteousleee, 
And gently murmurs, ‘Oh, pardon me.’ ” 


Date of birth — September 24, 1904. 
Place of birth — Needham, Mass. 

Dot’s specialty is chemistry. She enjoys it when chlorine and 
the like are being made. It is her aim to be a dietitian, and if she 
learns her lessons well at Simmons, she’ll surely be successful. If 
you're in a scrape just call for Dot, and you'll soon be out of it if she 
can help in any way. Only don’t let her give you any fatal concoc- 
tion in the lab. 
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HARRIET ELOISE SEWALL 


“She hath delicious things to say 
But will not answer ‘yea’ or ‘nay,’ 
Nor haste her secrets to display.” 


Date of birth — June 11, 1903. 
Place of birth — Somerville, Mass. 

Extremely quiet, but extremely thoughtful. This seems to 
typify Harriet. She surprises her friends at times when she ex- 
presses her opinions, which are always apropos. She has graced 
many social events with her quiet dignity. 


EBEN FREDERICK SMITH 


“And when he spoke, his words did gather thunder as they ran.” 


Date of birth — September 5, 1904. 
Place of birth — Needham Heights, Mass. 

’ Fred’s gravity is truly quite alarming, but it isn’t half so bad as 
it appears to be. It’s his business air, that’s all. One would appre- 
ciate the truth of the statement, ‘Appearances are deceiving,” if 
one could see Fred at Old Orchard during the summer. To quote 
a well-known saying: ‘‘There’s a reason.” 

We expect to see him strutting around in a snappy uniform next 
year, since his hopes lie in the direction of Norwich University. 


Senior Play 4. 


MERRILL GHAPIN TENNEY 


‘“He was not yet in love, but very near it; for he 
thanked God that he had made such beautiful beings 
to walk on earth.” 


Date of birth —- April 16, 1904. 
Place of birth — Chelsea, Mass. 

There’s only one ‘““M. C. Tenney’’; he needs no further introduc- 
tion. If there is any one on the face of this earth who can use more 
profound language, or gather together a more enormous collection of 
‘““A’s,’’ or argue more convincingly on Hamlet’s insanity than Merrill, 
we should like to meet that person. 

He intends to enter the Missionary Training School at Nyack, 
- New York, this fall; and while we have always felt he was predestined 
to be a Latin Professor, we, nevertheless, wish him all possible success 
in his chosen work. 

Class President 1. Adunurate 1—-2—3-4. Valedictorian. 


Class Treasurer 3-4. Prize Speaking 4. 


1. Waiting line for Mr. 
Tenney’s latest, ‘‘Memoirs 
of the Movies,’’—a book for 
all the family. 


2. Fluffums, someone’s 
young bloodhound, shaking 
the foundations. 


3. Miss Piercy trying to 
get away with a copy of 
“Desert Love.” 


4. Powerful Katrinka 
who is going to complain to 
the trustees about the size 
of the chairs. 


5. D. Mills, P. Robinson, 
and R. Richards around the 
“Harper’s Bazaar.” 


6. Miss Currie and D. 
Ashcan looking up the battle 
of Vermicelli (101 B.C.). 


7. Mr. Cofran perusing 
“Sartor Resartus.”’ 


8. Young bride copying 
the menu for  tonight’s 
dinner from ‘‘The Cook Book 
for Beginners.” 


9. Luscious Bushell wait- 
ing for the library to close. 
We wonder why. 


10. The lady from out of 
town who has hunted in 
vain for ‘‘Film Fun.’’ She’s 
just “bowahd to destruc- 
tion,’’ and doesn’t hesitate 
to make it known. 


11. John Whetstone en- 
deavoring to entertain five 
young ladies at once. 


12. A member of the ladies 
quartette reading the scen- 
ario of ‘‘We Girls.”’ 


THE NEED. 


| 


A Library: A rendezvous for the uprising generation devoted to their custody a1 


S LIEBERRY 


ASK US NO 
QUESTIONS 

AND WE'II TEL 
You NO FiBS 


ontrol. Formerly, now obsolete:—An edifice devoted to the edification of citizens. 
Per Dan’L WEBSTER. 


13. Brat Getchell trying 
to find references about Vul- 
can in the ‘‘Who’s Who”’ for 


F 1921. 


14. Romeo and Juliet had 
nothing on these two mem- 
bers of the senior class. 


15. Old lady getting ma- 


| terial for her paper on “Wild 


Oats,’ (see Bailey’s Cyclo- 


| paedia of American Agricul- 


ture) to be read before her 
club “The Organization for 


| the Repression of Obstreper- 


ousness in the Young.” 


16. “Custody and Con- 
tOles 


17. One of our little fresh- 
men, D. Mathey, reading 
“Mother Goose.”’ 


18. Ikie reading Louisa 
Alcott’s Jewish book 
“Rosenbloom.” 


19. Miss McCash-In get- 
ting crime statistics for her 
tragedy, “The Terribul 
Sheik.” She has just de- 
cided that she can get but 
nine murders in the first act. 


20. Frank Brown’s famous 
painting of Nick Carter, 
founder of this institution 
and author of many interest- 
ing dime novels. 


21. Mamma’s little six- 
year-old darling who wants 
the “Tail of Two Kitties” 
by Dickens. 


22. The distracted libra- 
rian. Do you wonder they 
die young? 


23. This young gentleman 
is wishing that Miss Currie 
would go home. 
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Che Aduncate 
CARL ROLAND WALLIS 


“Excessive diffidence obscured his merit.” 


Date of birth — August 18, 1903. 
Place of birth— Needham Heights, Mass. 


It takes a steam pump to get any words out of Carl, but when he 
talks he says something. He is an authority on rubber boots, too, 
and is always ready to give sage advice. Carl’s ambition is to become 
an engineer. We would like to hear him giving advice to his co- 
workers in the future; and don’t forget, Carl, always to wear your 
rubber boots! Carl is to enter Northeastern next fall. 


Football 4. Baseball 3-4. Senior Play 4. 


RUTH AGNES YOUNG 


“T have always been a quarter of an hour before my 
time; and it has made a woman of me.”’ 


Date of birth — August 25, 1905. 
Place of birth — Parrsboro, Nova Scotia. 

Ruth came to us from Canada, at the beginning of our Junior 
year. For some time we thought her to be a very serious, quiet young 
woman, but later acquaintance has shown us our mistake. 

We dare not say what she plans as her life work, since her am- 
bitions run all the way from doing social settlement work, to owning 
and managing a fish market. But, whatever she takes up, we know 
it will be well done. 


Senior Play 4. Basket-ball 4. 
TM ST 


FAREWELL TO*ALE 


Mr. Fitzgerald 
Mr. CAmpbell 
Miss CuRrie 
Miss BErriman 
Miss CasWell 
Miss PiErcy 
Miss TarbeL] 
Miss Churchill 


Miss STeward 
Mr. FrOst 


Miss RAy 
Miss BartLett 
Miss RusseLl 
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Ca Soiree Francaise 

On the evening of February fourth, the 
class of French IIIA presented an enter- 
tainment in the Assembly Hall. Part One 
of the program was composed of various 
musical selections, including a piano solo by 
Elinor Jackson, a violin selection by Harriet 
Williams, and chorus singing by the whole 
class. The audience particularly enjoyed 
the little French round and the rendering of 
“Old Black Joe’ in French. Elizabeth Curley 
and Henry Leonard distinguished themselves 
as linguists in their three-minute speeches. 
Most of their auditors concluded that it was 
doubtless very interesting, though they had 
no way of telling what was being said. 

The second part consisted of the presen- 
tation of several scenes from ‘“‘Le Voyage de 
Monsieur Perrichon,” by Labiche et Martin. 
Although many of the audience were not 
sufficiently familiar with the French language 
to understand the words of the play, the 
costumes, make-ups, and gestures were 
amusing enough to make it enjoyable. The 
cast included: 


Prologuists 


M. Perrichon 


Dorothea Ashton 
Bassford Getchell 


{ Helen Kroog 


Frances Kroll 


Mme. Perrichon 


Henriette Clara Wilm 
Armand Stuart Bugbee 
M. Majorin Paul Fleuriel 
Facteur John Moseley 
Employé Barrett Getchell 


Voyageur Francis Eaton 
Other students took the part of travellers, etc. 
The evening closed with the singing of 
the ‘‘Marseillaise’’ by the entire audience. 
A great deal of credit is due to Miss Ray 
and to Miss Caswell for their excellent work 
in training the performers for their parts. 


BITS Fo auie 


Che Senior Dance 


On the evening of March 3, 1922, the 
Senior Class held their dance in the Asso- 
ciation Hall. The committee in charge con- 
sisted of Harriet Howe, Jennie Carter, Grace 
Godfrey, Roscoe Fairbanks, Charles Cohoon, 
and Clifford Kilmer. 

The hall was prettily decorated with 
streamers and balloons in the class colors, 
purple and gold. The class ring seal was 
engraved on the covers of the dance orders. 
The evening passed only too quickly and 
everyone went home tired, but happy. 
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Che Prize Speaking Contest 

The Needham High School Prize Speaking 
Contest was held in the Town Hall, Wednes- 
day evening, March 15, 1922, under the 
auspices of the Needham Grange as part of 
its community service. There was a large 
and enthusiastic audience in attendance, 
that fully appreciated. the efforts of the 
speakers. Mr. Adams of the Grange was 
chairman, and gave a short talk on ‘What 
the Grange Means.”’ 
follows: 


1. Overture 
March The N. C. ih 


Viviani Overture 


F. E. Bigelow 
C. W. Bennett 
2, “The Birds’ Christmas Carol” 
Kate Douglas Wiggin 
ELizABETH CURLEY 
3. “The Fiddle’s Story’ Nora C. Franklin 
ELtnor JACKSON 
4. “Grandfather Squeers”’ 
James Whitcomb Riley 
Joun WuHETTON 
5. “King Robert of Sicily”’ 
Henry W. Longfellow 
EvELYN Casey 
6. ‘“‘Cicero’s First Oration Against Catiline’’ 
Arranged by N. H. S. Latin Class 
Merritt C. TENNEY 


7. “Madame Butterfly” Luther Long 
Harriet Howe 
8. “Gentlemen—The King”’ Robert Barr 


Barrett GETCHELL 


9. Orchestra 
‘Falling Leaves Waltz’”’ 
“Dance of the Crickets” 
10. “Church Time’”’ 
Josephine Preston Peabody 
“Nine Little Goblins’’ 
“Elimer Brown” 


J. Serody 
J. Serody 


James Whitcomb Riley 
“The Li'l Empty Closet” 
Margaret Sangster 
GERTRUDE GoopWIN 


The Program was as 


11. ‘The Piper,” Act III 
Josephine Preston Peabody 
Henry LEonarpD 
12. “Peg O’My Heart” J. Hartley Manners 
Frances KRo.i 
13. “Rise Up, Jenny Smith” 
Harriet WILLIAMS 
14. A Student’s Tribute to Theodore 


Rachel Field 


Roosevelt Original 
Joun T. Kenney 
ISp new lads Lewis Beach 


EtueL, McCasHiIn 


16. “The Kindlingarten”’ Hayden Cornith 
MAbDELAINE KRo.u 
17. March “Soldiers of the Air” 
James M. Fulton 
Music furnished by the High School Orchestra, 
Miss Bartlett, Director. 

After a short consultation, the judges, 
who were: Mr. George Gilbert of Wellesley 
High School, Miss Alice J. Macomber, 
English Instructor of Wellesley High School, 
and Mr. Harry E. Gardener, past lecturer of 
the State Grange, awarded the prizes, which 
were as follows: First, Miss Harriet Howe; 
second, Mr. Barrett Getchell; third, Miss 
Ethel McCashin; and fourth, Miss Frances 
Kroll. The remainder of the contestants 
were awarded souvenirs. The High School 
wishes to thank the Grange for their interest 
in the occasion. 

aun oo music 


Jirize Speaking Contest at Natick 


Miss Harriet M. Howe of the Senior 
Class of Needham High School was awarded 
first prize at a speaking contest held in the 
Natick High School Assembly Hall, April 5, 
1922, under the auspices of Middlesex-Norfolk 
Pomona Grange. The hall was crowded. 
The contestants were representatives of the 
various High Schools in the district. The 
second prize was awarded to Tudor Bowers 
of Newtonville, and the third to Miss Andrea 
Knights of Framingham High. The prizes, 
$10, $6, and $4, were presented by M. J. 
Ashbury Pitman. The judges included Harry 
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E. Gardener, Winchester, Past Lecturer State 
Grange, Mr. Ashbury, principal of the Salem 
Normal School, and Miss Hazel Chandler of 
Framingham. Master Clair V. Heald of 
Needham presided. Dancing in Grand Army 
Hall followed, William Greenleaf being in 
charge. 


% 

“A GOOD DIPLOMAT 
CAN LEARN A LOT, 
FROMAGOODOYSTER 


Che Senior Pilay 


The Senior Class presented the ‘‘First 
Lady of the Land,” by Charles Nirdlinger, 
on the evening of May 12, 1922, in the Town 
Hall. 

The setting was most appropriate and 
called forth many laudatory comments— 
one spectator declaring that he never saw 
“that stage look better.” 

The members of the cast need to be highly 
commended for their work; Clifford Kilmer, 


AR ala re 
PIRST 
LADY OF 
THE LAND 


“~~ 


in the role of James Madison, the young 
lover and statesman; Lincoln Rockwell, as 
Aaron Burr, deserves commendation for his 
passionate acting; Arthur Harkins, as Boh- 
len Pinckney, surprised everyone with his 
domineering ways; Fred Smith, as Sir Anthony 
Merry, was an ideal Englishman and hen- 


BOUND IN 
MO'ROLCO 


pecked husband; Ruth Young in her imper- 
sonation of the French Ambassador, Pichon, 
was unusually successful; Charles Nickerson, 
as Mynheer Van Berckel, created so much 
humor it was thought he had been hired from 
the “Follies.” Virginia Heald made a very 
attractive page; Carl Wallis did exceptionally 
well as the butler; Mary O’Neil won the 
sympathies of the audience as the persecuted 
hairdresser; Eleanor Jones is worthy of 
great praise for her portrayal of the tem- 
pestuous English Lady, a character quite 
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unlike her natural self; Dorothy Barton, as 
Dolly Todd, and the “First Lady of the 
Land,” won all hearts for her admirable 
work; Harriet Howe as Sally McKean, and 
Grace Godfrey as Ena Ferrar were two viva- 
cious young girls; Dorothy Pond, as Mrs. 
Sparkle, was the charming, yet amusing 
mother of sweet young Sophia Sparkle who 
was impersonated by Barbara Fish; Roscoe 
Fairbanks as the Spanish, and later as the 
Turkish Ambassador, created mirth in the 
ballroom scene; Winifred Butler as Vrou 
Van Berckel, we fear, will hear “So,” for the 
rest of her days; and Mabel Hall as Clotilde, 
the trim French maid, needs also to be highly 
commended. 

Most appropriate music was furnished by 
the High School Orchestra under the direction 
of Miss Bartlett, to whom the class is greatly 
indebted. 

The play in itself was of great merit and 
caused a great deal of comment among the 
townspeople. 

The class appreciates the efforts of 
Russell Emery, David Murdoch, Birney 
Linn, George Roberts, and Arthur Mullen, in 
helping to make the play a success. 


ann Ge sini 


Che Mouie Night 


The Needham High School presented an 
interesting program at the Needham Theatre, 
on April 28, 1922, for the benefit of the 
Athletic Association. 

A musical Watteau dance, featuring 
Dorothy Ashton and Grace Osborne; Eleanor 
Jackson, pianist. Two playlets in which the 
boys impersonated the girls’ parts proved 
very interesting. The first was ‘‘Wanted— 
A Wife,” the parts of which were taken by 
Barrett Getchell, Cyril Newcomb, and Carl 
Wallis. All deserve commendation: Cyril 
Newcomb had an_ exceptionally good 
English accent throughout; Barrett Getchell 
had a most natural laugh; and Carl Wallis 
was unusually successful. The second was 
“Hypnotism,” in which Jerome Ryan was 
an unusual spectacle; Robert Willgoose, a 


loving wife; Horace Cutler, the loving husband 
who claimed he could hypnotize everyone; 
Lewis Brown, as a little colored boy, surely 
could shake with fear; and Arthur Mullen, asa 
young Irish housemaid, was very amusing. 

A sextette from the high school orchestra 
furnished the music. The movie night was 
successful financially, as otherwise. 

The High School wishes to thank Mr. 
Murdoch for his kind co-operation. 


ST SS 


MISS MARION Lo biteH 


The Commercial Division were most 
unfortunate in losing their most efficient 
and faithful instructor, Miss Fitch, who left 
to take a position in Simmons College. 
The Commercial division regret their loss, 
but wish her the success she highly deserves. 
Her successor, Miss Berriman, has very 
successfully filled the vacant place. 
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Che Orchestra 


The High School Orchestra is larger this 
year than ever before. The organization 
consists of: Violin: Charles Cohoon, Annette 
Engstrom, Jerry Bond, George Davis, Regi- 
nald Gulliver, Helen Faust, Bertha Faust, 
Raymond Wragg, Howard Satterlee, Esther 


Rideout, and Isabel Kenney. Mandolin: 
Edith Beale, Roswell Whitmore, Esther 
Baker, and Elizabeth Eaton. Flute: Stuart 
Bugbee, and Elmer De _ Fazio. Cornet: 


Ralph Studley, George Hansis, and Dorothea 
Willgoose. Percussion: Roland Studley. 
Piano: Eleanor Jackson, Richard Young and 
Catherine Coates. 

The orchestra has had several outside 
engagements and furnished the music for 
the Senior Play and Graduation. 

Under the supervision of Miss Bartlett 
the orchestra has shown a marked improve- 
ment. 


THN us 


He danced and stepped upon her heel; 
She spoke no word yet made him feel 
Her anger by a glance imparted. 

And now you know how wireless started. 
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Alunni Notes 


Holly R. Cook, 18, and Miss Dorothy R. 
Freeman, ’22, were united in marriage by 
Rev. T. Corwin Watkins at his residence, 
Sunday, April 2, 1922. After a short trip, 
they will make their home on Lincoln street. 
The class of 1922 extend their best wishes. 

Florence E. Gordon, of the class of 1919, 
died on March 24, 1922. Her qualities of 
true friendship will be well remembered by 
her classmates and associates. 


CLIFFORD W. KILMER, PresIDENT 


ELEANOR JONES, WINIFRED M. BUTLER, 
Vice-PRESIDENT SECRETARY 


MERRILL C. TENNEY, TREASURER 


The latter part of our Senior year has 
proved most interesting. We held a Christ- 
mas Dance on December 20, 1921. Several 
favor dances lent a novel effect. At the last 
dance, confetti and streamers were showered 
on the dancers, which gave a very gay and 
holiday appearance to the hall. Although the 
dance was not a success in a financial way, 
it was counted as such in a social way, and 
everyone had an enjoyable time, thanks to 
the able committee. 


The annual Senior dance was held March 
3, 1922. A committee consisting of Fred 
Smith and Charles Nickerson was elected to 
distribute the bids. The dance committee 
in charge was: Harriett Howe, chairman 
Charles Nickerson, Grace Godfrey, Jennie 
Carter, Clifford Kilmer and Roscoe Fairbanks. 
The hall was decorated with festoons of 
purple and gold, the class colors. In the 
center of the hall many colored balloons 
hung down, adding greatly to the festive 
appearance. The class-ring seal was engraved 
on the cover of the dance orders. 

It was decided to present for the Senior 
Play, “‘The First Lady of the Land,” on the 
evening of May 12, 1922. Through the 
untiring efforts of the coach, Miss Caswell, 
we were enabled to produce this very diffi- 
cult play. Iam sure I am justified in extend- 
ing the thanks of the whole Senior class to 
her for her assistance. 


Respectfully submitted, 
Winifred Butler. 


DAVID GOURD, PrReEsIDENT 


HELEN KROOG, DOROTHY ASHTON, 
Vice-PRESIDENT SECRETARY 
STUART BUGBEE, TREASURER 
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The most important event this season for 
the class of ‘‘1923”’ was the Junior Prom. 

The committee appointed to run the 
dance was composed of: David Gourd, 
Chairman, Stuart Bugbee, Helen Kroog, 
Barrett Getchell, Henry Leonard, Frances 
Kroll and Dorothea Ashton. 

The Prom was held in Association Hall 
on the evening of May 5th. Asis the custom, 
the hall was prettily decorated in the class 
colors, orange and black. 

The Newton Assembly orchestra furnished 
the music for the evening. 

We were pleased to have the honor of 
having as our matrons, Mrs. Kroll, Mrs. 
Ashton, Mrs. Getchell and Mrs. Leonard. 

There was quite a crowd and everyone 
appeared to enjoy himself. We are glad to 
be able to say the dance was a success. 


Dorothea Ashton, ’23. 


CYRIL NEWCOMB, PresipENT 


ELEANOR TIBBITTS, 
Vice-PRESIDENT 


ROBERT WILLGOOSE 
SECRETARY 


GEORGE DAVIS, TREASURER 


At the last class meeting a committee was 
appointed by the president: namely, Eleanor 
Tibbitts, Ruth Nickerson, Cyril Newcomb, 
and Chandler Litchfield, for the purpose of 
arranging and setting a date for the Sopho- 
more dance. The committee selected May 
19th for the dance. 


It was also voted to keep the class colors 
of last year, blue and gold. 

The class is well represented on the 
baseball squad, but it is too early in the 
season to name those who will hold regular 
positions. 

Respectfully submitted, 


Robert Willgoose. 


1925 


SAMUEL LADD, PresiIpDENT 


ANDRE FLEURIEL, 
Vice-PRESIDENT 


GEORGE BURGESS, TREASURER 


WILLIAM CAUNT, 
SECRETARY 


The class has chosen for its motto: 
‘“‘Non quis, sed quid.”” ‘‘Not who (you are), 
but what (you are).’’ It is rather unusual 
for a.class to choose its motto in the Freshman 
year, but the class decided to use the motto 
through the whole four years rather than 
through the last one or two. 

Class colors, blue and silver, were also 
chosen. 

The class is represented on the baseball 
team of 1922 by Joseph Wagner, Alfred 
Gross and John Whetton. 

It was decided not to have a Freshman 
baseball team, as it would possibly interfere 
with the school team. 

The report of a committee appointed to 
arrange a Freshman dance is at present being 
awaited by the class. 

Esther Rideout, ’25 
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Baseball 


PLAYED AT NEEDHAM, APRIL 29 


Needham Line-Up Hudson Line-Up 


Gross . Pitcher . Anderson 
P. Johnson Catcher Sawyer 
Whetton Ist Base . Durbee 
Jones . . 2nd Base Freeman 
Fairbanks . . Short Stop . McCarty 
Wagner . . 3rd Base Louett 
Ryan . . Left Field Parmeter 
M. Johnson Center Field La France 
Mathes Right Field Bains 


April 29th, the opening day of the baseball 
season, had been anticipated by all baseball 
enthusiasts for many weeks. It was a fine 
day, and asa result, a large crowd gathered to 
see their team play. 

Needham came to bat first and showed a 
standing by scoring four runs. Hudson now 
came to bat and, owing to the inability of the 
new players, Needham allowed their oppo- 
nents to score seven ‘runs the first inning. 
The rest of the game brought no more luck 
to the Needham players, but brought four 
more runs in for Hudson. 


So ended the first game of the season, 
with a defeat of eleven to four for Needham. 

The players were tired and not in the 
best of spirits, but nevertheless, they were 
not discouraged, and firmly vowed that they 
would win their next game. 


PLAYED AT MILFORD, MAY 6 


Needham Line-Up Milford Line-Up 


Newcomb . Pitcher Griffin 
Bertsch . Catcher . Steeves 
Whetton Ist Base Raftney 
Jones . . 2nd Base Visonti 
Fairbanks . . Short Stop Huron 
Wagner . . ora. Base’. Hughe 
Westin . Left Field O’Connell 
M. Johnson Center Field Rosefeld 
J. Mitchell. Right Field D’ Agri 


After a long week had expired, May 6 
finally arrived. Many a baseball fan em- 
barked on the truck, to go to Milford to see 
the game. 

The game started at 
many came home _ with 


three-fifteen, and 
hoarse throats, 
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acquired by shouting and _ yelling. The 
game was very close, and very exciting. It 
finally resulted in a pitchers’ battle, in which 
Newcomb showed his ability to a great 
extent by holding the men down. The game 
went on with the scores varying by one or 
two points. The excitement of the audience 
kept rising until the police began to get 
worried. 

Finally the end of the last inning drew 
near with the score nine to nine. The 
audience was tense, when a Milford player 
knocked in a run making the score ten to 
nine, Milford’s favor. The Milford crowd 
went wild, while Needham sank down with a 
groan, but the players were still determined 
to win their next game. 


PLAYED AT MARLBORO, MAY 13 


Neeham Line-Up Marlboro Line-Up 


Newcomb . einer.  D. Lynch 
Bertsch . . Catcher . . Williams 
Whetton . Ist Base . Cambridge 
Jones . gee di Se . Kenny 
Fairbanks . . Short Stop a te lynch 
Westin . 3rd Base . Kelly 
Mitchell . Left Field . , Lord 

M. Johnson . Center Field . . Bell 
Wagner . . Right Field . Boule 


May 13 dawned clear and bright and, to 
all appearances, a perfect day for a baseball 
game. Not so many went over in the truck 
this time. The townspeople were beginning 
to become discouraged by the numerous 
defeats. But the few that went were fully 
repaid by seeing Needham win the first victory 
of the season. Yes, they won; and they won 
by a good score, eleven to two. Poor Marl- 


boro was doomed from the first; and though 
they played their hardest they couldn't 
score more than two runs. There was some 
exceptionally fine work done by the out- 
fielders, especially by the right-fielder of the 
Marlboro team, who stopped a swift grounder 
and gota man out at second. It was indeeda 
happy crowd that came home that night, fully 
determined to wipe Norwood off the map the 
next Wednesday. 


PLAYED AT NORWOOD. MAY ta 


Needham Line-Up Norwood Line-Up 


Westin, Newcomb. . P. . Karsasas 
Bertseh ©.) .3° 4 a, 2 Gee a el cee 
Whetton ; . 1st B. . Seaton 
Jones, Mitchell . . 2B, . Readel 
Fairbanks . , ooo. . Hemenway 
Wager. 95: eB eerie 

M. Johnson, Whetton . L. F. ..Veates 
Mitchell, Jones CC, Bao Hayses 
Newcomb, Mathes edetaes  HOTEH 


The crowd gathered again for the game 
with Norwood, which was played on May 17. 
Everybody was confident of a victory and all 
were cheerful and happy. 

The game started in by Needham’s 
scoring three runs, and by the second inning 
the score was ten to nothing in the favor of 
Needham. Suddenly Needham was visited 
again by the jinx, and Norwood’s score began 
to climb. Their hard hitting, especially 
in the latter part of the game, favored them so 
that they were able to overcome the com- 
fortable gain that Needham had obtained. 
By the end of the game the score was sixteen 
to ten in favor of Norwood. Once again 
Needham acknowledged defeat. 
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We Acknowledge With Chanks 


The Abhis, Abington, Mass. 

The Acorn, Dallas, Texas. 

The Advance, Salem, Mass. 

The Advocate, New Brunswick, N. J. 
The Aegis, Yonkers, N. Y. 

The Arguenot, Norwood, Mass. 

The Argus, Worcester, Mass. 

The Artisan, Boston, Mass. 

The Blake Torch, Minneapolis, Minn. 
The Brewster, Wolfeboro, N. H. 

The Brocktonia, Brockton, Mass. 
The Bulletin, Watertown, Mass. 
The Daisy Chain, Waco, Texas. 
Drury Academie, North Adams, Mass. 
The Dynamo, Newtonville, Mass. 
The Echo, Winthrop, Mass. 

The Echo, Shanghai, China. 

The Forum, New York City, N. Y. 
The Gleaner, Pawtucket, R. I. 

The Highlander, Columbus, Ohio. 
High Life, Long Beach, Cal. 

The Item, Dorchester, Mass. 

The Lantern, Elmhurst, L. I., N. Y. 
The Mirror, Waltham, Mass. 

The Morristown, Morristown, N. J. 
The Nugget, Lead, South Dakota. 
The Olathean, Olathe, Kan. 

The Oracle, Manchester, N. H. 

The Owl, Long Island City, N. Y. 
The Pattersonian, Mt. Joy, Pa. 

The Philomath, Framingham, Mass. 
The Pinkerton Critic, Derry, N. H. 
The Radiator, Somerville, Mass. 


The Red and Black, Newport, R. I. 
The Red and White, Sanford, Me. 
The Rensselaer Polytechnic, Troy, N. Y. 
The Review, Newton, Mass. 
The Roman, Rome, Georgia. 
The Sassamon, Natick, Mass. 
The Shucis, Schenectady, N. Y. 
The Spectator, Cambridge, Mass. 
The Spice Box, Avon, Mass. 
The Tiger, Mercedes, Texas. 
The Times, Gnadenhutten, Ohio. 
The Tisbury Bomb, Vineyard Haven, Mass. 
The Torch, Billerica, Mass. 
The Voice, Concord, N. H. 
The Waxa Beacon, Waxahachie, Texas. 
The Westport Crier, Kansas City, Mo. 
What's What, New York. 
aun oo san 


As We See Others 


The Roman, Rome High School, Rome, 
Georgia. 

You have a comprehensive magazine of 
exceptional literary value. We know that 
it is one of the best school periodicals edited. 


The Spectator, Browne and Nichols School, 
Cambridge, Mass. 

As a monthly, your magazine contains a 
surprising amount of interesting material. 
More stories and a few pictures, however, 
would improve your magazine. 


The Philomath, Framingham High School, 
Framingham, Mass. 
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Your magazine shows sincere effort, but 
why not have some pictures? Your editorials 
are splendid. 


The Aegis, Yonkers High School, Yonkers, 
New York. 

Your editorial, ““The Turning Leaf,’ was 
to the point. Indeed, your magazine is a 
credit to your school in every respect. The 
cover design, as well as the department 


headings, assist in the attractiveness of this. 


book. 


The Voice, Concord High School, Concord, 
Mass. 

The Voice has some commendable literary 
matter; but with proper classification and a 
general enlargment of the departments a 
better magazine should result. 


The Shucis Year Book, Schenectady High 
School, Schenectady, N. Y. 

Congratulations! A’ book extremely ex- 
tensive in its scope and a fit product of such 
an active high school as is yours. 


The Pattersonian, Mt. Joy High School, 
Mt. Joy, Pa. 

A fine little magazine. 
might be more artistic. 


Your cover design 


The Sassamon, Natick, Mass. 

You have a good magazine. Offering of 
prizes for the best stories is a fine idea as it 
brings. competition and better stories. We 
believe your jokes could be increased without 


detracting from your paper. 


The Times, Gnadenhutten, Ohio. 

You have a live school, so we should 
judge from the news we get from you. Why 
not gladden our hearts by a few stories? 


The Rensselaer Polytechnic, Troy, N. Y. 

A high standard paper. It contains much 
useful information. A little light humor 
wouldn’t dull it. 


The Advance, Salem, Mass. 

Hello, Salem! Glad to see you again. 
You have a good little magazine but the 
literary department might be enlarged. Why 
not put jokes in one column? 


Drury Academie, North Adams, Mass. 
Your editorials are very enlightening yet 


interesting. You have very good jokes. 
We think your column headings great. 

The Arguenot, Norwood, Mass. 

A magazine anyone could enjoy. Plenty 


of good stories and jokes, but why not a joke 
column? 

The Argus, Classical High School, Wor- 
cester, Mass. 

A decidedly compact little magazine 
with many praiseworthy features. Unfor- 
tunately the number of literary contributions 
is small. Why not have some exchanges? 


The Abhis, Abington High School, Abing- 
ton, Mass. 

A number of good stories contained in 
your magazine. In fact, all the departments 
are well developed. 


The Acorn, Oak Cliff High School, Dallas, 
hex 

You have a high-grade magazine replete 
with many entertaining features. We en- 
joyed your stories. 


The Spice Box, Avon High School, Avon, 
Mass. 

It pleases us to see that you have enlarged 
you Fiction Department materially. Appar- 
ently, your school is not interested in athletics. 


The Review, Newton High School, Newton, 
Mass. 

Your school has ample reason to be 
proud of such a live magazine. The edito- 
rials are of particular interest. 


Che Adunrate 57 


The Dynamo, Newton Technical 
School, Newton, Mass. 

We marvel at your large magazine. 
The cartoons are exceedingly clever. 


High 


The Brewster, Brewster Free Academy, 
Wolfeboro, N. H. 

You have a neat little magazine. 
up the good work. 


Keep 


Tisbury Bomb, Vineyard Haven, Mass. 

The pictures improve your magazine 
greatly. Longer stories would also aid in 
making your magazine a model one. 


The Morristonian, Morristown School, 
New Jersey. 

You have a promising book with many 
agreeable features. A more serviceable cover 
for your magazine would be advisable. 

The Nugget, Lead, South Dakota. 

One of the largest and at the same time 
one of the most interesting papers that we 
have received. We have reached the con- 
clusion that ‘““The Nugget”’ is the fitting result 
of the work of an efficient editorial staff. 


The Oracle, 
School. 

A most welcome exchange. Your literary 
and exchange departments are excellent. 


Manchester, N. H. High 


The Lantern, Newtown, N. Y. 

We're always happy when your magazine 
arrives. It contains so many good things. 

The cartoons are just the kind we like. 
We are glad to see that you are commencing 
an exchange column. 


The Pinkerton Academy, Derry, N. H. 

Please excuse us for overlooking you last 
time. You have a good little magazine. 
Aren’t you kind of stingy with literature— 
just one story was all we could find. 


The Red and Black, Roger’s High School, 
Newport, R. I. 


A newsy little magazine. Don’t you 
think a few cartoons would help it? 


The Red and White, Sanford, Maine. 

We congratulate you on your monthly 
publication. Yours is the only one we 
receive from Maine. Evidently your Senior 
play was a huge success. 


The Bulletin, Watertown, Mass. 

A fine paper. Your athletic department 
is certainly well developed. Your stories and 
jokes are original and witty. 


The Item, Dorchester, Mass. 

One of the best magazines we received. 
Your column headings show artistic ability. 
The cuts certainly add to the magazine’s 
popularity. 


The Owl, Bryant High School, Long 
Island City NY: 


We were glad to receive a copy of your 


magazine. We suggest that you might 
enlarge the literary department. Your joke 
column is splendid. 

The Mirror, Waltham, Mass. 

Greetings, Waltham! We enjoy your 


magazine. A better arrangement of depart- 
ments would add greatly to it. Why nota 
few cuts? : 


The Blake Torch. 

A very neat, high-class magazine. The 
cover design is very appropriate. May we 
suggest.a few more stories and some cuts? 


The Torch, Howe High School, Billerica, 
Mass. 

Yours is a worthy little magazine. You 
have good literature and jokes. You could 
brush up on your athletic column. 


The Radiator, Somerville High School, 
Somerville, Mass. 

We always enjoy receiving your magazine 
because the stories are so refreshing. Why 
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not separate your jokes from your class 
notes? 


What's What, Hunter College, H. S. G. O., 
New York. 

As a monthly or bi-annual magazine we 
think you could make a big success of your 
paper. A joke column would add greatly to 
its popularity. 


The Echo, Dubuque, Iowa. 

Your magazine is most welcome. It’s 
just choca block full of snappy jokes—the 
kind that makes one smile to himself. It 
is an excellent magazine. 


The Olathean, Olathe, Kansas. 

Your news is interesting to anybody. 
How would it do to print your paper once a 
month? 


The Daisy Chain, Waco, Texas. 
We certainly enjoy your magazine. 
full of interest and pep. 


It:3s 


High Life, Long Beach Polytechnic High 
School, Long Beach, California. 

Go to it! Keep up your athletics. You 
certainly are wide awake. Your paper shows 
it. 

The Highlander, Greenview High School, 
Columbus, Ohio. 

The plans for your new building certainly 
look good. We don’t see much about ath- 
letics in your paper. 


The Waxa Beacon, Waxahachie, Texas. 

Welcome to our midst! A most interest- 
ing paper with plenty of corking stories and 
snappy jokes. 


The Gleaner, Pawtucket, R. I. 
The arrangement of your material is most 
practical, yet neat. Your stories are exciting. 


The Westpoint Crier, Kansas City, Mo. 
Welcome new comer! Your article on 


“Cake eaters’ aroused our curiosity but did 
not satisfy it. Why not give us a little 
more information on the subject? Madame 
X’s column also proved noteworthy. 


The Forum, St. Agatha, 553-559 W. End 
Ave., New York City. 

We notice you did not have very large 
alumni or athletic notes. The stories are 


great but we did miss your jokes. Won’t 
. you give us a few? 
TU SS 
As Others See 1s. 

The Spice Box, Avon Mass. 

Your paper speaks for itself. 

The Aegis, Yonkers, New York. 

This big magazine has 127 ads.  Con- 


gratulations! You have a magazine to be 


proud of. 


The Argus, Classical High School, Worces- 
ter, Mass. 

Your Christmas number was a great 
success. We liked ‘“‘Bleed ’em Square’ even 
better than the ‘Needless Barnicle.” 


The Nugget, Lead, South Dakota. 

One of the best papers received at this 
department. It is well written, beautifully 
arranged, and contains material that will 
bring satisfaction to everyone. 


The Review, Newton, Mass. 

A paper bubbling over with fun and at 
the same time having literary worth. The 
‘“‘Needless Barnicle” is a brilliant idea. Asa 
monthly magazine, Ghe Adunrate should be 
a success. Why not try it? 


The Bulletin, Watertown High School, 
Watertown, Mass. 

You have a most wonderful magazine. 
Your cover design is the neatest we have seen 
and we agree with your keeping all of the 
advertisements in the back of the book. 
You have a marvelous collection of literature 
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and your two-page illustration in the middle 
of the magazine beats any of ‘““Raymonds’’ ads. 


The Tisbury Bomb, Vineyard Haven. 

Che Adunrate has some very clever 
material. Cuts help the appearance of a 
paper very much. We would suggest the 
use of a few. 


The Spectator, Brown and Nichols School, 
Cambridge, Mass. 

Che Adunrate is a corking good magazine. 
We see that you have developed some drawing 
ability at Needham; keep up these fine 
cartoons in future issues. 


The Acorn, Oak Cliff High School, Dallas, 
Texas. 

This is one of our best exchanges and we 
hope you will remain upon our list. We 
see by the quality of your verse, that many of 
your contributors belong to the’ Poets,” a 
race long unconfined and free. 

The Times, Gnadenhutten High School, 
Gnadenhutten, Ohio. 

Che Aduncate: You are a large paper and 
your literary work is very good, in fact you 
easily rank among the best. 

The Oracle, Manchester High School, Man- 
chester, N. H. 

Your commencement number could not 
be improved. The ‘Barnicle’ is a scream. 
Your cartoons are fine. We wish you 
success for the coming year. 

The Item, Dorchester High School, Dor- 
chester, Mass. 

One of our best exchanges. Your editorial 
on “‘Success’”’ was excellent and to the point. 
Your ‘‘Needless Barnicle’’ was clever. Come 
again. 


The Forum, St. Agatha, New York City. 

A more complete and satisfying paper 
than @he Aduorate is hard to find. The nice 
gray cover and neat printing make a pleasing 


first impression. Material is well arranged, 
and original touches create interest. Some 
of the stories are rather flat, but such amusing 
sketches as “Mr. John Puts the Children to 
Bed’’and ‘‘Homebrew,”’ are worthsearching for. 
Altogether, this is a very praiseworthy paper. 


Philomath, Framingham High School, 
Framingham, Mass. 

Of the many papers that we have perused 
this year, some are good, some are bad, and 
some are indifferent. But we have taken 
a few from our regular exchange list and 
arranged them as shown below in what we 
believe to be order of their excellence. 

Che Aduncate— Needham High School, 
Needham, Mass. (First in order.) 


The Torch, Howe High School, Billerica, 
Mass. 

Ah, that paper over there, Ghe Aduarate 
from Needham filled me with admiration 
and wonder. It certainly is replete with 
stories, jokes and all things that go to make 
a good paper. 


The Red and White, Sanford High School, 
Sanford, Me. 

The Racquet: It can’t be any better than 
Che Aduarate from Needham, Mass. That’s 
elaborate, believe me. It has as many 
poems as the Spud from Sherman Mills, and 
the cartoons are marvelous. 

The Lantern, Newtown High School, Elm- 
hurst, L. I., New York. 

Che Aduorate is one of the finest school 
papers we have ever seen. It resembles an 
up-to-date magazine and the literary depart- 
ment is excellent. The Christmas number, 
with its sixty-eight pages, showed a wonderful 
co-operation among the students, both in the 
material found, and in the number of pages 
filled with advertisements. 

The Tiger, Mercedes, Texas. 

A fine little paper. How would it do to 
publish it monthly in magazine form? 
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Miss Rhynd, demonstrating salesmanship: 
“You can wear this hat when you are dressed 
up, or when you are just going out walking.”’ 


A Senior at work in the Lab. 

Mixed a compound and started to gab; 
But some chlorine gas rose 
To the poor fellow’s nose, 

And now he is under a slab! 


HAVING A SWELL TIME 
“Went to the dentist today?” 
Yess 
“Any relief?” 
“Yes, the dentist wasn’t in.”’ 
—The Daisy Chain. 


Kilmer, after being called on for a 
sentence: “‘I haven’t got this all done.” 

Miss Ray: ‘Never mind, Kilmer, 
growing.” 


it’s 


HISTORY: 
Teacher: ‘‘Who was Alexandra?” 
Wagner: “Er-r-r- he was a good man.”’ 
Ham: ‘‘No, no he was a male-man.”’ 


Phillips, contrasting Elaine and Lancelot: 
‘Elaine was a woman, Lancelot was a man. 
That was the biggest difference.”’ 


Son: ‘‘Father, how did the cliff-dwellers 
keep warm in the winter time?” 

Dad: ‘‘Why, I guess they used the moun- 
tain range. Now don’t ask me any more 
foolish questions.’’—The Waxa Beacon. 


HOW .COULD?Y OUR DC: 

Miss Ray: ‘‘Whose philosophy is it to 
“Eat, drink, and be merry, for tomorrow we 
die?”’ 

Dota /Mrivkrost.cls 


Miss Goodwin: ‘‘Nucleus—the kernel of 
Acne 

She must have been thinking of our 
brains. 


Fresh: ‘I don’t know what to do with 
my week-end.” 
Senior: ‘‘Put a hat on it.’’—Red and Black. 


Munsey, describing his house: ‘Our house 
is a small bungalow of six rooms with hard- 
wood floors and a dry cellar.”’ 


MOTORIST’S MOTHER GOOSE 


Tacks and broken bottles, 

Scattered here and there 

Cause the Ten Commandments 

To burst beyond repair.—The Roman. 
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Price, $0.03 a Page 
Vol. ¥ 77 
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HARD-WEAR & JEWELRY 
FULLER BULL & SON 


Take a rolling pin home to your wife— 
she knows how to use it. 


OUR SPECIALTY 
CROCHETED BATH-TUBS 


Obituaries 


Last Monday at recess Mr. Frost strangled 
on a chicken bone when devouring a salmon 
sandwich. ‘The bone was extracted with the 
aid of a pair of fire-tongs, a cane, and an 
oiled feather. 

The faculty observed “Be kind to Ani- 
mals’? week (April 24 to 29) by declaring a 
9-day vacation, relieving the Seniors of 
final exams. 


The entertainment at the annual Parent- 
Teacher Association was furnished by the 
High School pupils. The first number on 
the program was an exhibition of interpre- 
tive dancing by Mr. Elmer Richardson. He 
beautifully rendered the following: ‘The 
Dream of a Bilious Oyster,’ and ‘The Soul 
of a Wild Raspberry.’’ He was accompanied 
by Mr. Studley on the drums. 

The next number on the program was a 
soprano solo by Mr. Bassford Getchell en- 
titled, “Why Did I Leave My Happy Home 
for This?” (Continued on page 62) 
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THE OVER-THE-JORDAN BUR YING 
SYNDICATE 
‘*Eventually—Why Not Now?”’ 


Snappy funerals assured. Jazz music 


free upon request. Our coffins are guaran- 
teed to last a lifetime. Come in, and talk 
it over with us. 


WE GIVE TRADING-STAMPS! !!!! 


LATEST AUTOMOBILE EXCESSORY 


OUR FIVE-YEAR OLD LIMBURGER 
IS -RiGHat-THERE-FOR PULLING YOU 
OUTARH2- THE MUD. MUST BE. KEPT 
IN- TOS BOX WITH COVER CLOSED. 
BETTER THAN ‘HERCULES POWDER.” 


WHETSTONE’S GROCERY. 


Che Acadly Clutch 


By Tytytmak Hascu 

Girl: Don’t touch me! or [’ll, P’Il— 

Woman: Hold that tongue, and stop 
jerkin’, I’ll fix ye, this time! (taking a sharp 
cut strap, and with deadly strokes, beats 
the girl). You'll run away, will ye? You'll 
be abov’ me, you'll steal my best wrap, I'll 
learn ye! 


(Continued on page 62) 
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Che Deadly Clutch 

(Continued from page 61) 
dead! Better to be the prey of dogs, and the 
miserable slum of the streets, and— 

Woman: Ye stop that noise, and go up 
to bed, and stay there, or T’I—I’ll kill ye! 
that’s what I'll do. (Girl goes up the stairs) 
(Kneels 
down and prays) Oh God help me out, of 
this! I ain’t done nothin’, no I don’t want 
nothing! (Crying.) Would that I were 
dead! dead! away from this miserable world! 
(In the morning.) 

Woman: Why didn’t ye get up afore? 

Girl: I—I was so tired. 

Woman: Ye lazy, always some excuse— 
Now scrub the floor—don’t ye leave a speck 
o’ dirt. (She goes out.) 

Girl: Oh ther’s so much to do. If I was 
only treated more kindly. I try so hard, 
I—I just cant What do I see? .I can 
see a beautiful woman, with light golden 
hair, and such dainty little feet—Oh, she is 
beckoning to me—she wants me to go with 
her—My heart—my poor famished body! I 


BRICKS AND CURTAIN 


THE CORNER DRUG STORE 
G. WHATTA’ PRICE? Prop: 


Try our cement-filled Icebergs. 
Terra Cotta Chocolates—494c. Ib. 


Obituaries 
(Continued from page 61) 

Professor Henry Hill) I; GSS). BB. V.eD: 
gave a most interesting illustrated lecture 
on, “How to Become A Saphead.’’ The 
audience greatly appreciated the exhibition. 
(N.B. Nothing personal intended.) 

Mr. Johnny Jones of the Gimlet School 
then recited that touching little poem, ‘‘The 
Wreck of the Horatius,’’ or ‘‘How the Black- 
smith Kept the Bridge.”” The sweet little 
fellow was loudly applauded. 


A Forum was then held, and*the latest 
methods. of castigating naughty children 
were fully discussed, together with the rela- 
tive merits of the shingle and the strap. 
Mr. Nickerson contributed some valuable 
advice on this subject, and acted as demon- 
strator. 

The meeting busted up somewhere in 
the vicinity of one o’clock, and everybody 
voted it was a success, though several blank 
ballots were cast. 

There is a rumor about that Miss Ray is 
going to have her hair bobbed according to 
the latest Paris fashion. Moral: Buy your- 
self a pair of blinders. 


MUTTON’S MARKET 


Try our DROP-FORGED lamb chops. 
Only $5.00 a pound. They are excellent for 
trunk-hinges. 


Sports 


The Needless ‘‘Boobs” played the Yeast 
Stonesberry ‘“‘Scarecats’’ on Red’s Field, 
yesterday. The game was very killing and 
destructive. Pitcher Ashcan distinguished 
herself as usual in the box, while ‘‘Babe’”’ 
Mathey, as catcher, surely kept her eye on 
the ball. Marion Kennedy, Sr., was right 
there on the long runs and made a “‘Homer’”’ 
at every opportunity, “‘Dot’’ Lake was re- 
markably agile in sprawling after the ball, 
as centerfield. In fact the entire team, in- 
cluding the mascot, young Tenney, had it 
all over the visitors in looks, actions and 
everything except score. The last men- 
tioned being overwhelmingly in favor of the 
‘“‘Scarecats’’, 50-0. 


THE NEEDLESS BUST COMPANY 


Asset—{ book legal trading stamps. 
Liabilities—Darnedifweknow. We will be 
pleased to receive whatever spondulix you 
may be inveigled into depositing. 
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. Sutelligence Cest 


All students entering N. H. S. next fall 
will be required to take the following intelli- 
gence test. Those receiving a mark of 3 or 
below will be accepted. 


G2 OSE eg Ve Pea A Se ee 


Residence (state exact room in which you 


Has there ever been any insanity in the 
family? Yes?—No? 


Test 1 


Draw line under one word that makes this 
sentence correct. 

Gasoline comes from seeds, rocks, bark. 

The guillotine causes disease, discomfort. 

The piccolo is used in farming, photography. 

Emeralds are—red, yellow. 

Larceny is a term used in shoe-repairing, 
football. 


Test 2. Arithmetic 
1. Compute the altitude of a circle two 
inches on a side. 
2. How much dirt is there in a hole two by 
two by two inches. 

3. A has two dollars, B has four dollars, 
U have three dollars. How much money 
have I? 

4. If a man runs one hundred yards in ten 
seconds, how many feet does he step 
on during that time? 


Test 3. Foolish Questions 


1. Does a bluffer ever get by? Yes—No. 


2. Is curriculum intended for horses? 
—No. 


Yes 


3. Are Cerebral Hemorrhages 
thinking? Yes—No. 


4, Is Crisco a kind of axle grease? 


helpful to 


Yes—No. 

5. Is Shredded Wheat ever used for mattress 
stuffing? Yes—No. 

. Is Scurvy a kind of amusement? 
No. 

7. Is Grapenuts a synonym for intellect? 
Yes—No. 


Count the number of questions and 
multiply by one thousand to obtain rank. 


ON 


Yes— 


NIE, } aT 


Phragmentary Phrases of Our 
Phriends 


Bugbee—‘“‘Oh, gee, why pick on me.”’ 

M. Kroll—"‘Spiffy.” 

W. Whetton—“Do my Latin,” 

E. Pond—“I wasn’t doin’ anything.”’ 

D. Willgoose—Therefore, I believe that 


D. Barton—"“They should never try to 
know the way of a woman.” 

L. Rockwell—‘We’d make it Paradise 
together.” 
R. Emery—‘‘Right this way.” 
E. Jones—“‘Oh, really?” 
E. Benedict—‘‘It isn’t quite finished 
but _ 


P. Rhynd—“‘It was a ‘ittle’ boy.” 

H. Wilm—‘‘Well, rather.” 

P. Packard—"Good grief!” 

Mr. Frost—‘‘All those who are not in 
this room, get out.”’ 

Miss Ray—‘‘Now, when I was in Paris 


” 


Miss Bartlett—‘‘Where is your violin?” 
H. Williams—‘‘Why—er—why—er, take 


an - 
C. Nickerson—‘“I didn’t hear.” 

Our Grace—‘‘Where are you?” 

M. Tenney—‘‘Have you paid your class 
dues?” 

E. M. —‘‘Which example?”’ 
P. J—‘‘I’m awfully sorry, but 
Mike—‘‘Gosh-durn them Boy Scouts.” 


Led 
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H. Kroog—‘Every time I open my 
mouth I put my foot in it.” 

Miss Caswell—‘‘In some fashion with a 
certain effect, necessarily.”’ 


ruininunc oe TT 


Who's Wha in “22 


The most popular—The class treasurer. 
(M. C. Tenney). 

The biggest bluffer—Nickerson. 

The best all-round sport—Emery. 

The ladies’ man—Kilmer. 

The best athlete—V. Heald. 

The most industrious—J. C. Carter. 

The greatest vocalist—A. Harkins. 

The most polite—C. Wallis. 

The most petite—W. Butler. 

The best dresser—F. Smith. 

The best looking—(Everybody voted for 
himself). 

The happiest—D. Barton. 

The fattest—Rockwell. 

The sweetest—C. A. Cohoon. 

The wisest—B. Fish. 

The toughest—Eleanor Jones. 
Play- Ref.) 


(Class 


TI SS 
HOW NOT TO PACK A TRUNK 


After gathering up such necessary articles 
as extra toothpicks, a pair of ice tongs, anda 
mattress, procure an old trunk. 

Place the toothpicks and the ice tongs in 
it. Then fold up the mattress and place it 
in the trunk also. 

Since the cover will not close, drive a 
pulley in the floor directly beneath the lock. 

Place the grand piano on the window-sill 
and tie a rope to it. Push the rope through 
the pulley and fasten it to the top of the 
trunk. 

Gently shove the piano out of the window, 
and I think that your trunk will be packed. 


Fourth of July, 1957, has been decided 
upon by the selectmen to be the day when 
work will be resumed on Memorial Park by 
- the citizens of Needham. 


The Fire Department has a new uniform, 
his old one having been donated to the 
Morgan Memorial Society. 


Instead of building a new High School, 
the town has decided to make the other coal 
bin over into a class room, and also to build 
one more room on the roof. 


The town has very kindly consented to 
give over all the ‘‘old’’ dry cells for the use 
of the physics classes. 


In the recent grand opera, ‘‘The Flunk,”’ 
given in Burdock’s Melodeon, the following 
charming little interlude was sung as a 
duet by the two famous Russian prima 
donnas, Miles. Wraieh and Kazouehl: 


“TAKE BACK THE*MARK THAT THOU 
GAVEST.” 


A. Mutt 


“Take back the mark that thou gavest, 
We never merited that. 

Did we deserve it? Thou ravest! 
We will not stand it, that’s flat! 
Take back the harsh condemnation, 

D, that thou wrots’t on the test, 
And, by a kind permutation 

Give us a C at the best. 
When, by each terrified feature 

We our mistakes have confessed 
Take pity on us, sweet teacher, 

And pass us along with the rest.”’ 


WHAT WOULD HAPPEN IF 


M. R.—should dislike dancing? 

S. B.—didn’t know everything? 

Bs. G. & Bt. G.—should wear hats? 

N. R.—should forget to laugh (his way) ? 
B. L.—should wear button shoes? 

P. F.—lost his curly hair? 

J. R.—should be on time each period? 
A. E.—should lose her peculiar giggle? 
R. W.—should wear size seven shoes? 
D. G.—should have a love affair? 

H. L.—should take a liking to the girls? 
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F. K.—didn’t blush? 


H. W.—should forget to do her home 


lessons? 
C. W.—should bob her hair? 
H. K.—ever got mad? 
E. C.—should ever have stage fright? 
H. A.—should lose his voice? 
F, E.—should have a girl? 


M. T.—should walk slow, or hate school? 
J. O’'C.—should shrink? 

H. W.—should grow up? 

N.S.—should have his lessons prepared? 


Teacher: ‘‘What is the Latin race?”’ 
Pupil: “It’s a race between.a Latin pony 
and the teacher’s goat.”’ 


Pat: ‘That girl is like tissue paper.”’ 
Mike: ‘‘How’s that?”’ 
Pat: “‘Tearable.”’ 


She: ‘‘Do you believe in clubs for women?”’ 
He: ‘‘No, chloroform.” 


Breathes there a man with sole so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said 


As he bumped his toe against the bed, 
“> P—pp—lf; M—pp—?!” 


Fr.: (Offering candy to Sr.) “Say, don’t 
take such a big bite.” 

ieee wwells Lain’t.7’ 

Fr.: “Oh, no, you are just like a bird and 
take a peck at a time.” 


Student: “TI am indebted to you for all I 
know’”’. 
Prof.: “Don’t mention such a trifle.”’ 


FRENCH III 
Miss Williams translating: ‘‘une sorte de 
voute”’ (a shaven head) ‘“‘a cropped face.’” 


PROVE: In a circle, if one side equals 
an inscribed angle, the center is perpendicular 
to any secant which is tangent to the circle. 


firize Gontest 


To the one who sends us the most fitting 
name for this beautiful futurist painting by 
Steudas Thunda, we will give a prize of 
11,427,352,63¥; lead yen in the present value 


of Russian rubles. Replies must be written 
on the edge of a triangular quadrilateral of 
tissue paper, in Chinese characters. Answers 
must be of not more than six, nor less than 
seven words. The contest closes June 31, 
1492 (time according to Einstein.) 


Miss Currie, explaining Catiline’s plan: 
“After everybody was killed, there would be 
nobody left.”’ 


Miss Caswell: “Mr. Anthony, comment 
on Mr. Phillips’ close (clothes). 


Advice to the Public Speaking Class: “Be 
enthusiastic. Open your mouth and throw 
yourself into it.’-—Echo. 

Anthony, speaking on “School Dances”: 
“You know that school dances bring the 
pupils closer together in many ways.” 


“Here, my boy,” said the man to the boy 
who was helping him drive a _ bunch of 
cattle, “‘hold this bull a minute, will you?” 

“No,” answered the boy. “I don’t mind 
being a director in this company but I’m 
darned if I want to be a preferred stock- 


holder.’’— Union Bulletin. 
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WARRANT FOR SPECIAL TOWN SCRAP 
Thursday, February 31, 1922 


COMMONPOVERTY OF MESSANCHEWSOME 


GNAW-FORK, SOS. 
To either of the Hog-reeves of the Town of Needless, Mess; in said Kownty, 


Greeting: 

In the name of the Commonpoverty of Messanchewsome, you are heretofore required 
to drag, haul, lambaste, and otherwise conduct the inmates of the Town of Needless, that 
are prepared to commit suicide, to the Town Haul in said dump on Thursday, the thirty- 
first day of February, 1922, at five o’clock in the forenoon, then and there to fight on the 
following particles, vizor: 

Particle I. To see if the Town will appropriate $1,572,346,782.1734 to found a Hospital for Blind Iguanas. 

Particle II. To see if the Town will vote to economize on the needless expenditure of spondoolix. 

Particle ITI. To see if the Town will vote to save the hot air expended by the town orators to heat the High- 
School Building. 

Particle IV. To see of the Town will vote to install a Gillette Safety Razor in the Town Hall, for the use of 
the Moth Department. 

Particle V. To seeif the Town willappropriate the sum of $0.03 for purchasing two steam-derricks anda 
pair of 100-foot ladders for rescuing automobiles stranded in the ruts on Highhanded Avenue. 

Particle VI. To see if jay-walkers shall be licensed in the Town of Needless. 

Particle VII. To see if the Town will vote to raise the tax-rate $49.0514 for the purpose of paying the 
Advoskate debts. 

Particle VII. To see if the Town will vote to provide medical attendance and stretchers for the members 
of the School Committee who report at this meeting. 

Particle VIIJ. To see if the town will appoint a commission of forty-five able-bodied men to look for the 
Ethiopian gentlemen in the woodpile. (N.B. This is not an advertisement for the Pine-Tree Coal Yard.) 

Particle IX. To see if the Town will petition the Post-office to give Special Delivery to the Fire Depart- 
ment in order that alarms may be answered with more celerity. 

Particle X. To see if the Town will vote to use the old steam-roller for sealing envelopes in the Town Office, 
or to pass any vote or votes relative thereto. 

Particle XI. To see if the Town will vote to place the Selectmen under Statute 7—20-4, Rule 13, line 75, 
of the Marquis of Queensbury Rules, or take any action relative thereto. 

ParticleXII. To see if the town will vote to purchase a corn-razor to be used by the Finance Committee 
for cutting down appropriations. 

Particle XIII. To see if the Town will vote to establish a parking place for flapper’s goloshes on the common, 
or take any action regarding the matter. 

Particle XIV. To see if the town, upon the recommendation of the constable, will appropriate the sum 
of one dollar to bury a cat that died last year, said cat being located. 

Paiticle XV. To see if the town will appropriate 15 cents to place mile-stones down Chapel Street. 

Particle XVI. To see if the town will appropriate $48.03 to buy a suit of armor for the assessors. 

Particle XVII. To see if the town will vote to authorize the Board of Trade to protest because the weekly 
trains did not run last Thursday. 


And you are directed to serve this warrant by sticking detested copies thereof in not less 
than one public place at least a little while before said scrap, and to leave a copy at each of 
the seven dwelling houses within said town at least four hours before said scrap. 

Hereof fail not, and make due return of this warrant with your doings thereabouts, unto 
our Town Scribbler, on or before said year, month, day, and hour. 

Given from our hands this thirty-first day of February, Ante Bellum, 1922. 


G. WALDORF LUNCH, 
A true copy, attest: F. W. GOOSE, 
H. LARRY THUMPSOME, 
Big Bugs of Needless. 


AL OUTA TUNE, Hog-reeve of Needless. 
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Com Plage, the Goy Detectiue 


Ciirrorp W. KILMER 


A Farce of One Act 
List of Characters 
Tom Page (a detective ) 
Two Bandits. 


ScENE [ 


Place of Scene—a busy street in New 
0) 5 

Time — 11.30 A.M. 

As the curtain rises, Tom is seen walking 
down the street. 

Tom: “Ho Hum, I guess that things have 
quieted down for a spell. I haven’t detected 
any great crime for almost five hours.” 
(Drone of an airship is heard. At the sound 
Tom turns quickly, putting on a pair of 
glasses and exchanging a black mustache 
for a red one. ) 

Tom: “Ah, it seems as if I had more busi- 
ness at hand.” (Runs off stage. ) 


ScenE II 


Place — Same street. 

Time — 11.35 A.M. 

Rising curtain reveals frightened mob, 
held in awe by two masked bandits. (Off 
stage is heard a terrible roar, and Tom 
rushes in. ) 

Tom: “Stop thieves! I, Tom Page, the 
great detective, command you to _ stop.” 
(The engine of the airship stops with a cough 
and a sputter. ) 

Tom: “Ah, Ha, villains, at last I have you 
in my clutches! Put your hands u—”’ (Slips 
on a banana peel and falls senseless to the 
floor. ) 

Scene IIIT 

Place — Same street. 

Time — Three minutes later. 

The rising curtain shows Tom just re- 
covering his senses and the crowd wildly 
excited. 

Tom: “S—Save the women and children 
first.” (Sits up quickly and looks for airship 
which is a small object in the sky. ) 


Tom: “Villains, you shall not escape me. 
I have yet my trump card to play.’”’ (Takes 
gun from his pocket and fires a ball of fire at 
airship. ) 

Tom: ‘“‘There, that will bring you down to 
earth.’”’ (Airship explodes and falls, accom- 
panied by the orchestra. ) 

Tom: “Aha, villains, you cannot escape me; 
no one can, for I am Tom Page, the Great 
Detective!” 

CURTAIN 


TM SU 
A NEEDHAM EXPRESS TRAIN 


Out of the stillness of midnight came a 
shrill noise. What was it? It was the well- 
known “Needham Flyer’’ due at The Need- 
ham Terminal at midnight. Out of the 
blackness of night came a big light. Folks 
didn’t come to town very often but when they 
did—‘‘Rowdy Dow!’ -As the Needham 
Flyer was the only train during the day, 
everybody came down to see it come in. 
Another shrill shriek from the whistle and we 
see the engine—a big burly monster as long 
as two cars put together. All covered with 
dust, the engineer leans out of the cab 
window. The express came into the Terminal 
as though it were never going to stop. But 
what are all those dark cars? They are the 
sleeping cars for people commuting between 
Boston and Newton Highlands. One, two, 
three! Mercy, how miany cars there are on 
that train! Sleepers, dining cars, coaches, 
and everything imaginable! Here comes the 
engineer and conductor. The engineer 
climbs into the cab; the conductor waves his 
hand; the “Needham Flyer’’ starts. Two 
puffs and away she goes, with a shriek from 
the whistle, to her destination. 


jAqIsolimn,) 

InoA 389} OF, 
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“Punk show, what?” 
“Yes, not a bit of life in the death scene.” 
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Ouite So 


By PRISCILLA PACKARD, ’24 


A glorious vision, beauteous and bright, 

Bursts suddenly upon the gazer’s sight. 

“What can this mundane sphere produce more fair?” 
Thinks he, as he doth gloat upon it there. 

“Why it might well have come from fairyland, 

Or been created by a master hand! 

Such rapture, ecstasy, and sheer delight 

Engendered by this rare and touching sight! 

Such thoughts of beauty, joy, and perfect bliss 
Could ne’er have been suggested but by this!”’ 


You don’t know what I rave about at all? 
Why, can’t you guess? It’s our Assembly Hall. 


STU SSIS 


“Great Chrills” 
By H. L. MATHEY, ’24 


Oh, I love to go to the movies 
And gaze with thrills at the screen, 
As Fairbanks jumps from the house-top 
To rescue his Cinema queen. 


I hold my breath while the villain 
With murderous gleam in his eye, 

Ties a bomb round the neck of the hero 
And hisses, ‘‘Me boy, you must die.” 


I clench my hands in great terror, 
Not daring to move or unbend, 

As the auto falls over the cliff’s edge— 
But it all comes out right in the end! 


ST SSO 


THE HEEPEESS >IUDENY 


Pale blue eyes staring into space! He 
stutters, stops, and starts again! ‘‘Pardon 
me, ‘but,’ did you say?” 

“Oh no, not that, try again!” 

Meanwhile all the class, as contrite as 
such rabble are, listen, laugh, and mumble on. 
Poor student! He knows not the mind of this 
morbid existence. His is a dream vision of a 
sunken pool with silvery bass, but now, sur- 
rounded by dust-swept desks and leering 
instructor’s eyes, he knows that he is lost. 
“IT dunno,’ he mumbles, and figuratively 
speaking, sinks into the sea of nonentity. 


durant oe sine 


EXCUSES 
One of the best excuses that can be used 
for almost any purpose is sickness, either of 


yourself, or of some member of your family. 
It has been used quite a good deal, but still 
works. The excuse for tardiness that “‘you 
had to go on an errand”’ will work sometimes. 
After a heavy snow storm in winter the 
“had to get the paths shoveled”’ will almost 
always work. The excuse that “you did 
not know what time it was” or “‘the clocks 
were wrong”’ in nine cases out of ten will not 
pass. A fairly good excuse after playing 
hookey is a funeral, but be careful, and-do 
not have your grandmother die too often. 


runnin oe sue 


Suear at He Only With Chine 
yes 
-By SAPPHO MORE 


Tune: “Drink to Me Only With Thine Eyes.” 
Sung by Mr. Frost at Forum Meeting announced in 
our last issue 


Swear at me only with thine eyes 
And I will give thee D, 
But in a hist’ry lesson flunk 
And I will make it E. 
It is not safe to fool with me; 
I’ll have my eye on you, 
And in place of a single E 
I'll gladly put down two. 


Now if your card’s not in on time 
The worst is yet to be. : 
You'll stay in here at one-fifteen 
And add eternally. 
My methods are both sound and good, 
If punished you'll not stray 
Again upon the wayward path 
But do good work each day. 


I aim to teach the infant mind 
The history it should know 
By demonstrations for the quick 
And proddings for the slow. 
Though often it is difficult - 

For them to make believe 
They’re Marius or Cicero, 
I’ll not despair or grieve. 


For I have always had the hope 
That sometime I should find 

A class so bright, so quick, so good 
That they would be inclined 

To learn the lessons I give out, 
Buy season tickets well, 

Bring their report cards in on time, 
And ’wait the second bell. 
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Exchange Jokes 


First Kindergarten Teacher: ‘“‘And how 
many children have you?”’ 

Second K. T.: ‘‘Twenty-nine. 
many have you?” 

First K. T.: “Thirty-six.” 

Pat, in seat ahead: “Say, what part of 
Ireland are ye from?’’— Puppet. 


And how 


The weather was warm and Pat was 
shaving on the back porch. Mrs. Casey 
across the way, observed this: ‘‘Pat,’’ she 
called, ‘“‘sure and Oi see ye air shavin’ outside.”’ 

“Begorra,” he replied, ‘“‘an’ did ye think 
Oi was fur-lined?” 


Al Pine: “We're going to name our new 
baby, ‘Flannel’.”’ 

Archey: “Why, so?” 

A. P.: “Because he shrinks 
washing.” 


so from 


Paddie: ‘My sister got a pearl from an 
oyster.”’ 

Ray: “That’s nothing, my. sister got a 
diamond from some poor fish.”’ 


C. Brown: “Say, Al, why should you be 
like a ten cent store if you were standing on 
a dime?”’ 

Al Sears: “I don’t know. Shoot.”’ 

Corrine: ‘Nothing over ten cents.”’ 


— High Life ° 


Ed Church: “Vm the champion long dis- 
tance cornet player. I entered a contest 
once and I played ‘Annie Laurie’ for three 
weeks.” 

Fred Thon: “Did you win?” 

Ed Church: ““No. My opponent played 
Sousa’s ‘Stars and Stripes Forever’. HighLife 


The teacher had told her pupils to write 
a short essay about Lincoln, and one boy 
handed in the following: 

“Abraham Lincoln was born on a bright 
summer day, the twelfth of February, 1809. 


He was born in a log cabin he had helped 
his father to build.’’— High Life. 


Oglesby knows an up-to-date boarding 
house where they have scrambled egg for 
breakfast. The landlady puts one egg on 
the table and the boarders scramble to see 
who gets it.— High Life. 


The other day we heard the owner of a 
flivver complaining that his engine was 
missing, and we wondered if the carburetor. 

—The Owl. 


Teacher: “‘Now, Rollo, use the word 
‘ruthless’ in a sentence.”’ 

Rollo: “Every team in the American 
League, except the Yanks, is Ruthless.” 


— lhe Owl. 

Senior (to newly arrived freshman): “I 
want to give you a bit of advice.” 

Fresh Freshman: ‘‘Awright, but I want to 
give you some, too.”’ 

Sentor: “Well, what is it?” 

Fresh Freshman: ‘Follow the advice you 
are going to give me.’’—The Owl. 


He: (in a restaurant) ‘‘Won’t you have a 
shrimp?”’ 
She: “No, but I’ll be a sister to you.” 
—The Roman. 


SHAKESPEARE AS A GRIDDER 


Has it been realized that the great William 
Shakespeare was a football player? 

The following quotations offer proof: 

“Down, down.’’— Henry VI. 

“An excellent pass!’’—The Tempest. 

““A touch, a touch, I do confess it.’’— 
Hamlet.—The Echo. 

Editor: “What do you think of my last 
editorial?” 

Subscriber: ’’Well, I’m glad to hear it’s 
your last.’”,—The Westport Crier. 


70 Che Aduncate 


Traveler: “‘Has it been snowing in this 
neighborhood ? 

Conductor: “‘No, you simp, the kind- 
hearted farmers put out a lot of mashed 
potatoes for the tramps to eat as they pass.”’ 

—The Olathean. 


“Why did Washington cross the Dela- 
ware?” 

“Please, teacher, he wanted to go to 
Atlantic City.”’—The Echo. 

English Boy: “The King touched my grand- 
father on the head with a sword and made 
him a knight.”’ 

American Boy: “That’s nothing. An 
Indian touched my grandfather on the head 
with a tomahawk and made him an angel.”’ 


Englishman and Irishman waiting at a 
railroad station: 

Irishman: “1 will ask a question and if I 
can’t answer my own question, I will buy the 
tickets. Then you ask a question, and if you 
can’t answer your question, you buy the 
tickets.” 

Englishman: “All right, go ahead.” 

Irishman: ‘‘Well, see those prairie dog 
holes out there? How do they dig them 
without leaving any dirt around the top?” 

Englishman: ““That’s your question. An- 
swer it yourself.” 

Irishman: “They start at the bottom and 
dig up.” 

Englighman: “Impossible. 
get down there?” 

Irishman: ‘‘That’s your question. 
it yourself.”’ 

And the Englishman bought the tickets. 


How do they 


Answer 


Prof: “You know, the majority of the 
class knows ten times as much as you.” 

Student: “Well, ten times nothing is 
nothing.’ 


Barber: “Your hair is getting gray, sir.’’ 
Customer: “I’m not surprised. Hurry 
up.’’—Westport Crier. 


VOLUNTEERS 
“Watch your step, Miss,” 
conductor. 
“It isn’t necessary,” snapped the lady. 
“Those sapheads on the curb are doing it 
for me.’’—The Acorn. 


cautioned the 


We always laugh at teacher’s jokes, 
No matter what they be, 

Not because they’re funny, 

But because it’s policy.—The Acorn. 


TI SS 


Che Street Car Conductor 


Frances I. Kroii 

‘Fairview next! No, madam, this is not 
Babcock Street. Five streets back. No, 
we don’t give transfers for cars going in an 
opposite direction. Will you please move? 
Either stay on or get off. You're blocking 
trafic. Thanks!” 

“Two, sir? Yes, sir, these old dames sure 
get your goat, don’t they?” 

“No, I can’t get your coin out of the slot! 
Don’t you know you aren’t supposed to put 
anything but nickels in it. Well, if yuh didn’t, 
you should read the rules.”’ 

“Plenty of seats in the front of the car, 
lady.” 

“Don’t push! For the love of Mike, will 
ya get off my foot, ya poor fish! What’d 
ya say? Ya better be careful or I’ll bounce 
ya on your bean. Now get in there an sit 


down. Can’t ya read? ‘Don’t talk to the 
motorman!’ Well I’m. the motorman’s 
brother. See!” 


“Say will ya look at that! If he ain’t 
the cool customer! Hey, what about the 
dough? Don’t ya intend to pay for your 
ride? Well, its written on the front of the 
car ‘prepayment.’ Watcha think that was 
for? Ornament? Well, all right! Thanks! 

‘Lake Street! Far as the car goes! All 
out! Hey, up there! Wake up! I said all 
out! End of the line!” 

“Gee I’m hot! And hungry? Oh boy! 
Well as the poets say, ‘It’s a great life if ya 
don’t weaken!’”’ 
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Che Aduacate 


Cn Our Aduectigers 


Gap |HE Staff of 1921-22 wish to 
thank the advertisers for the 
material assistance they have 
rendered us in making the Commence- 
ment number of Che Aduurate a success. 
In return we have endeavored to give 
the advertising as much publicity as 
possible and we hope that the adver- 
tisers will profit by their investment. 


CHARLES A. CoHOON, ’22, 
Business Manager. 


—_ 
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BosTON GARTERS 


Never grow tired of their job— 


of holding socks in place—they 
stay “PEPPY,” no matter how 
much leg work a chap does. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE 


George Frost Co. — Makers — Boston 


IANA AT 


HUGH CGRATH > 


MN 


Cree EesOUTRT RE ERS 
Goods Built on Experience 


226 TREMONT ST. BOSTON, MASS. 
Telephone Beach 7409 


WRIGHT and DITSON 


; Club Managers planning 

Ce Y/Y for their Athletic Teams 

; 1 should get our special 
prices on 


Baseball Uniforms 


Balls, Bats, Gloves, 
ws ope apes Mitts, Masks, Etc. 


G 


344 WASHINGTON ST., BOSTON 


SPALDING 
for SPORT 


When purchasing Athletic Goods, insist 
upon SPALDING’S. — Satisfaction is 


inevitable. 


Complete equipment for every sport 


| A. G. Spalding and Bros. 


74 Summer St. - - Boston, Mass. 


JOHN O. RORABACK 


46 DEDHAM AVE., NEEDHAM, MASS. 
159 DEVONSHIRE ST., BOSTON, MASS. 


eae tae ie ha By Reem) b) SCR Par LON 


A special form of low-cost life insurance to guarantee the 
payment of mortgages in event of death of the mortgagor. 
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Compliments of the 
WALDORF SYSTEM, Inc. 


Industrial Division 
584 Highland Ave., Needham Heights 


Kitchen, Bakery and Storerooms 
open for inspection. Operating 
daily from 7 A. M. to7 P. M.' 


YOUR (PAT RONAG BSS OLICLTE D 


Professor's Wife: Henry, you have 
not kissed me for five whole days! 

Absent-Minded Prof: Indeed, my 
dear! Then can you tell me whom I 
have been kissing?—Sun Dodger. 


IF YOU WANT A FIREPLACE, SEE ME 
HAROLD MARTIN 


Crescent Road Needham Heights 


Accounting Stude: How should I book 
the $10,000 that the cashier ran away 
with? 


Prof: Oh, just put 1t down as running 
expenses.— Sun Dodger. 


The place to buy those 
small wares for that camp- 


ing or vacation trip is 


NEALE’S VARIETY STORE 


LOCKS FIXED KEYS MADE 


CEOSS2 PS shih ws 


New and Second Hand Bicycles 


Bicycles Repaired. Tires for Sale 


187 WARREN ST., NEEDHAM, MASS. 
Telephone 197-W 


FSIS SIUULS UIST STILLS ILLUS LLL LLL Lh he a a 


V isit 


W alker-Gordon Farms 


AT 


Charles River 


THEN 


Buy Clean Milk 


W. W. SLATE 
Stationery and Gift Shop 


An exceptionally large assortment 
of Greeting Cards for all occasions. 


ATTRACTIVE WRITING PAPERS 
LENDING LIBRARY, ETC. 


9 CHESTNUT STREET 


Phone Beach 4077 


ONEITL ano GAs vied 


MANUFACTURING 


Jewelers 


Class Rings — Class Pins 
Trophies 


Medals 


14 PARK’ SO. -BOSTON Vipin sos 


Two old maids 

Went for 

A tramp in the woods. 
| The tramp 

| Died.—Virginia Reel. 


Mrs. Jameson: Do you believe that 
awful story they tell about her? 


Mrs. Johnson: Of course I do! 
What is it?-— Kasper (Stockholm). 
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CSN HONE OO 


AMERICAN 
COOKER? 


jE THESE HN Oe 


RAM CM LY 


THE BOS ae 
COOKING SCHOOL oe 
orev : 


ARY SCIENCE DOMESTIC: ECO? 
rs 
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WARD'S 


Established 1868 


STUDENT'S SUPPLIES 


57-61 Franklin Street 
BOSTON, MASS. 


Stationers - Engravers - Printers 
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CLOTHING 
For School Boys 
and College Men 


Furnishings 
Hats — Shoes 


at the Men’s Store of 
New England 


na Iman : esas 


LOWEST RATES 


OU AUTO PLACE 
OUR AUTOMOBILE INSURANCE with 
STANLEY M. HOLLIS 


STRONGEST COMPANIES 


Official Photographers to 
Needham High, 1922 
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MENTION 


Ploriratts Chat Endure 


Memortes are Fleeting, but Photographs Last Forever. 


FOR A PORTRAIT THAT WILL STAND THE TEST OF TIME, THAT WILL 
POSSESS THE SAME CLEARNESS, REFRESHING TONES AND MELLOW 
ARTISTRY IN YEARS TO COME AS WHEN YOU FIRST HAD IT TAKEN 


Teed) if ay 145 Tremont Street 


Boston, Mass. 
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Compliments of 


J. B. Walker 


JOHN LAWSON 


Teaming and Furniture Moving 
Loam and Manure 


Sand and Gravel for Sale 
NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 


SAFEST. CONTRAGES 


336 WEBSTER ST. 


LOWEST RATES 


BEST COMPANIES 


ALFRED J. MERCER 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 


LARGEST EXPERIENCE 


The Raymond Dairy 
R. C. BEZANSON 


Telephone Needham 465-W 


More Nature-Faking.—Nature can 
not jump from winter to summer without 
a spring, or from summer to winter 
without a fall_—Tvger. 


BEACON ENGRAVING 
WEDDING ENGRAVING 
CALLING CARDS 


19 HIGH Sia =] BOSTON AS): 


OO) 


Garden City Press, Inc. 
PRINTERS OF 


“Che Adnucate”’ 


251 WASHINGTON ST. Newton, Mass. 


FSM SSIS SSMS IMS MSS SSMS SSL Pe SLMS SESH STOO SELLE SU LTE LE 


Happy Suggestion for Uncle. 
Little Spencer let no grass grow under 
his feet, when uncle came for a visit, 


before rushing up with this: 
“Uncle, make a noise like a frog.” 


“Why?” asked the old man. 


‘“’Cause when I ask daddy for any- 
thing he says: ‘Wait till your uncle 
croaks.’ ’’—The Van Raalte Vanguard. 


HILLSIDE FARM 


H. TRUNDLEY & CO. 


WELLESLEY HILLS—R. D. 


Telephone 560 


Mario Pandolf 


FIRST CLASS 


GRANOLITHIC, STONE, CELLAR 


GRADING WORK, AND MASONRY 
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NEEDHAM HEIGHTS GARAGE 


Dodge Service Station 


AUTOMOBILE REPAIRING 
RIE en DOeACCHSSORIMS 


HIGHLAND AVENUE (Opposite Piston Ring Co.) 


Wm. J. Cozens & Son 


Needham Real Estate | 
od eh Cle by lei ES | 
Biba telnet bcd RES 


Telephone Needham 434-M 


FOR NEEDHAM 
Seen Giseh HINKLEY 
“The Best in Real Estate” 


129 WARREN STREET 
or Telephone 593-W 


If You Want Any Kind of 


INSURANCE 


SEE 


JAMES P. CONDRIN 


51 MELLEN STREET 
Telephone 188-M 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 


| 
Compliments of | 


Samuel H. Wragg 
INSURANCE 


37 HIGH ST., NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 


Prof: That was a rare theme you 
handed in yesterday. 


Frosh: In what way was it rare? 


Prof: Not well done. 


NEW HOUSES 


PERCY E. WYE 
IRS au be ped Ba ed 


118 WARREN ST. Telephone 665 


Prof: In the olden days all writing 
was done on tablets of stone. 

Stude: Gee, it must have taken a 
crowbar to break the news.—Sun Dodger. 


Compliments of 


SAM JACOBS 


Many a Person 


has faced a lawsuit for automobile 
accident. You can be released of 
all worry and expense by Auto- 
mobile Insurance. 


Memorial Park Ins. Agency 


EVAN C. THORPE 
Telephone 0109-W 
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The Place to Have 
Your Shoes Repaired 


Needham Shoe Repairing 


Full Line of Sample Shoes 


Glennie Bressine and Repaeane 
Lib esATEOR 


568 HIGHLAND AVENUE 


PHICIESSEVIO Ny 


Cattle Dealer 


1 CHESTNUT ROAD 


Compliments of 


SAMUEL ROSENBLAT 


. 


NUE ED HAM aie Gs rian 


Cattle Dealer 


CHARLES RIVER VILLAGE 
NEEDHAM 


Clerk: Let me show you some pencils. 

Youth: Alright? 

Clerk: Sure, they’re guaranteed to 
do that.—Octopus. 


HONE LE 


House Painter and Paperhanger 
Compliments of 


DAVID MURDOCH 


Telephone Connection 


“Poor fellow! I hear that he’s a 
nervous wreck!”’ 


“Yes. He tried to compile a geneal- 
ogy of the Rabbit family.’’—Life. 


Compliments of 


BARTON, The Florist 
“Yes, mother,”’ said Willie bravely. “I went 


in to save Charlie Jones. ee oP A SSS Rs 2 8 ae FY) 


The Mayflower Inn 


“Willie,” said his mother, “your clothes are 
wet. You have been in the water again.” 


“My noble darling!’ cried his mother. ‘Did 
you jump in after him?” 


” 


_ “No, mother,” replied Willie; ‘I jumped in 
first so as to be there when he fell in.”’ 


PERSONAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO ALL DETAILS 


ALGER E. EATON 
Undertaker and Licensed Embalmer 


EsTABLISHED 1885 


TELEPHONES — OFFICE, NEEDHAM 440-W —'RESIDENCE, 201 
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ROBERT M. KAYMES, President 
THOMAS SUTTON, Treasurer 


The Thomas Sutton Co. 


DEALERS IN 


Choice Market Supplies 


ESTABLISHED 1884 INCORPORATED 1914 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


BKARLE’S MARKET 


“The Store of Quality”’ 


THE HOME MARKET 
P. MIELE, Proprietor 
Fancy Dressed Poultry 
998 GREAT PLAIN AVE. 


Tel. Needham 620 NEEDHAM, MASS 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


W hetton’s Grocery Store 


OLDEST STORE IN NEEDHAM 


ESTABLISHED 1882 


Telephone Needham 64 


The Stenog’s Vacation 
(Sung by her boss) 
My tYpust is oi hor vacution, 
My trpist’s awau fpr a week, 
My trpudt us in hwr vacarion, 
Wgile thse damu kews plsy hudge and seek. 


Chorus: 
Oy, breng boxk, bting bzek, 
Brung becj mu bOnnie ti my, tp mr; 
B )&ng b$xj, bong, bicx, 
Pjing bozk m% beinino-o mx; CH Helk? 
'F.& H. News. 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 


T. J. Crossman Co., Inc. 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


ADAMS BROS. 


COMPLIMENTS OF 
Crisp’s Market 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


CLASS OF 1924 


COMPLIMENTS OF 
Hanson’s Cash Market 


531 HIGHLAND AVE. 
NEEDHAM HEIGHTS, MASS. 


Economical. John: “Just burned up a 
$100 bill.” 
Demijohn: “You must be a millionaire.”’ 


John: “Well, it’s easier to burn them than 
pay them.”—The Stamford Chaparral. 
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+ LS ee 
Compliments of Telephone Connection 
LEON FORAND \ ~NICGHOLAS sian OU TNE 
ELECTRICAL CONTRACTOR Electrical Contractor 


| 564 HIGHLAND AVENUE 
NEEDHAM HEIGHTS, MASS. 


NEEDHAM, MASS. 


“Stockings?” said the salesman. ‘Yes 
madame. What number do you wear?” 


’ 


“Why, two, of course,’’ replied the 


sweet young thing.—Burr 


Highland Coal (Gro 


Willett & Chadwick Peer. 
: Chadwie High Grade Fuel 


Established 1901 Tel. Needham 380 


Coal Company 


Compliments of | EDWARD E. DAILEY 
HENRY THOMAS Manufacturer of 
PLUMBING AND HEATING Paper Boxes 


NEEDHAM, MASS. NEEDHAM HEIGHTS, MASS. 


Frosh: “‘Will you give me something : 
for my head ?”’ Compliments of 


Druggist: I wouldn’t take it as a gift. 
as a sift C. W. CHILDS 


We are prepared to furnish shades for any kind 
of an enclosure; 
Compliments o 
p f From a cathedral to a factory. 
From a bungalow to a State House. 


if M. McC RACKEN | From a palace to a cottage. 


JOHN J. TREADWELL, Jr. 


NEEDHAM, HEIGHTS 
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The Crest 
HOME MADE CANDIES 


ICE CREAM and 
Pee GeV ec G res 


Columbia Grafonolas and Records 


The Mosler Safe Co. 


84-90 Sudbury St. 
BOSTON MASS. 


H. J. ROBINSON, N. E. Manager 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


Frank De Fazio 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 


“What is made of ivory?” 


The professor asked with hope; 

But his heart soon filled with sorrow 

When the student answered, ‘‘Soap.”’ 
—Sun Dodger 


Compliments of 


Needham Public Market 


Crest Building 
1011 GREAT PLAIN AVE. 
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Compliments of 


RICHW AGEN —WNeedham’s Florist 


V. A. ROWE 


Pharmacist 


G. B. JONES 


Uae Once gt 
Hot Water Heating 


25 Avery St. Needham Heights 


Compliments of 


A FRIEND 


Mistaken Identity.—As a steamer 
was leaving the harbor of Athens a 
well-dressed young passenger ap- 
proached the captain and pointing to 
the distant hills inquired: 

‘What is that white stuff on the hills, 
captain?” 

“That is snow, madam,’ 
captain. 

‘Well,’ remarked the lady, “I thought 
so myself, but a gentleman has just 
told me it was Greece.’’— Kind Words. 


’ 


replied the 
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SLUMS L LOLI PL PRL UPPER ee 


PLANED ICE 


Needham Ice Company 


Telephone Connection 


COMPLIMENTS OF Ge M. FOSS 


George W. Holt Furniture Repairing 
LIGHT TRUCKING 


CARPENTER 
| 2 BANK BUILDING 
Compliments of | COMPLIMENTS OF 
a Friend | Dr. Charles L. MacGray 


Bertha L. Gameron-Guild, M.D. 


1048 GREAT PLAIN AVENUE 
NEEDHAM COMPLIMENTS OF 


Office Hours, 4 to 6,7 to8 p.m. D M WOOD 


Sundays by Appointment 


TELEPHONE NEEDHAM 75 


COMPLIMENTS OF Cross-Eyed Judge (to first cross-eyed 
prisoner): “‘What are you here for?”’ 
Second Cross-Eyed Prisoner: ‘‘Noth- 
Dr. Cole mee 
Judge: ‘I wasn’t talking to you.” 
OSTEOPATH Third Cross-Eyed Prisoner: ‘‘\ didn’t 


say anything.’’—Durfee Hilltop. 
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ENON ICE (GO. | GREAT HIT! 


EMI- S 

“SERVICE” Soup Buttermilk 
OFFICE AND ICE HOUSES | Feed it the Year Round 
214 Rosemary St. - Needham Heights 5 
catiel H. A. CROSSMAN CO. 
hone 57-M 
Sorc She: Vm afraid, Don, that I will never 
THE UNIVERSAL CAR | see you in heaven. 


He: Great guns! What have you been 


THOMAS Af KENNY, Inc. | doing now?—Sour Owl. 


Tel. Needham 155 NEEDHAM, MASS. 


Compliments of 


F. O. ADAMS 
Insurance LOrN Ls “CONNOR CO. 


Allston R. Bowers 


NEEDHAM, MASS. 


Compliments of 


THOMAS L. AIKEN Pharm. D. 
Druggist 


996 GREAT PLAIN AVENUE, NEEDHAM 


OUR MOTTO:—Courtesy, Service, and the Right Price 


WARNE’S DRUG STORE 


OPPOSITE NEEDHAM DEPOT 
Everything in the Drug Line 
Prescriptions filled by a Registered Pharmacist 


BURGESS S. WARNE, Pharmacist 
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WHEN YOU PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS 


If you do not have everything 
in Merchandise for your Vacation 


call at 


B. A. WHITTAKER 
Dry Goods and _ Furnishings 


NEEDHAM, MASS. 


HAROLD T. NEAS 
Hardware and Sporting Goods 


NEEDHAM, MASS. 


Saving Him Pain 
Boy (to his dad): “Dad, can you sign 
your name with your eyes shut?” 
His Dadi Certaimly 
Boy: “Well, then, shut vour eyes 
and sign my report card.”’ 
—Boy’'s Magazine. 


Compliments of 
SMALL — The Tailor 


The Little Hat Shop 


MRS. HOLMES 


23 Chapel Street 


A full line of Summer 
Underwear and Hosiery 


x 
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Compliments of 


SCHWARTZ 
THE TAILOR 


Dutch Cutting a Specialty 
Bank Corner Barber Shop 


THE BARBER SHOP 
55 Chapel Street 


Boss: “Don’t you know this is a 
private office? How much did you pay 
the office boy to let you in?”’ 

Job-hunting Senior: ‘I got in free, sir. 
It says ‘No Admission’ on the door.” 

—M.B 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


Gray, Stanwood and Wyman 


150 CONGRESS STREET, BOSTON 


TEE EEA RSRGY = Tet ately ern ys 


MELVIN L. LOW, Registered Pharmacist 


GREAT. PEAINS ANE NATE 


NEEDHAM, MASS. 


QUALITY, COURTESY and SERVICE 
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teeth Sammy Jones used to have.’’—Life 
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Compliments of 


The Benjamin Moseley Co., Inc. 


NEEDHAM, MASS. 


M and B Supply Company 


General Hardware . Bicycle Supplies . Auto Supplies 
Kitchen Utensils 
BANK BUILDING : EATON SQUARE 


TELEPHONE 679-M 


COMPLIMENTS OF ple F. KENNEDY 
pony } Ladies’, Gent's and 
Saxony Knitting Mills Children's Hosiery 
NEEDHAM HEIGHTS W. L. Douglas Shoes for Ladies 
MASS. Co-operative Shoes for Men 
His Bookmark 
“How far have you studied, Johnny?”’ The Lionne Company 
inquired the teacher. Manufacturers of 
“Just as far as the book is dirty, 
ma’am.” —Ladies Home Journal ENAMEL, LAQUERS and AIR- 


Bygones.—Bobbie: ‘‘How did ye hurt BRUSH EQUIPMENTS 


yer hand? Been fightin’?”’ 
Eddie: ‘Yep. Those were awful sharp NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 94, MASS. 


E. E. CALVERT Calvert & Stanley 
Dry Gros Shoes and Men’s Furnishings 


Carter’s Block 
Carter’s Block Needham Heights | NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 


Dr. Clarence M. Haskell 
DENTIST 


5664 HIGHLAND AVENUE 
NEEDHAM HEIGHTS, MASS. 


Hours: Telephone: 
8.30 a.m. to § p.m. Needham 563 
Diels Debi huler 
DENTIST 


Dental and Medical X-Ray Examinations 


1050 GREAT PLAIN AVE., NEEDHAM, MAss. 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


Draitieen. Bory igs 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


Dr. Lee A. Jackson 


MOSELEY & COMPANY 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


Fancy Knit Goods and Infants’ Underwear 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS, MASSACHUSETTS 


The Needham Trust Co. 


Extends a cordial invitation 
to the teachers and scholars 
of the Needham Schools to 
call at the office and inspect 
our system and equipment. 
We shall be pleased to 
explain the methods used 


in our various departments. 


Commercial 
Savings 


State Deposit 
Foreign 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 


F. Fletcher Coates, D.M.D. 


Land Lubber: ‘‘Must be a deuced 
lonely job keeping that light house over 
there.” 


Captain: “Yes, the last keeper used 
to play poker with himself all the time 
until one night he caught himself 
cheating and shot himself to death.”’ 


—Sun Dodger 
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F. N. MILLS Whitening Tinting 
Painting, Paper Hanging | THOMAS DONALD 


House Painter 
HEMLOCK ST., NEEDHAM 
53 PICKERING STREET Telephone Connection 

NEEDHAM, MASS. 


and Decorating 


Graining Glazing 


IMAGINE! 


Prof: Is there any time when the class H. A. K ge 3 S b Lib VY 
is free to meet me for an extra lecture? 

Stude: Wednesday and Saturday 
afternoons. 


SIGN AND AUTOMOBILE 


Prof: I am full every Saturday | 
afternoon. | PAINTING 
Efvdeael hats too ‘badis.—. 2/1 | 


rhe , a+ aD 
ee gene 0 YOU eet ik aie EATON SQUARE NEEDHAM, MASS. 


~ Morgan & Jones 


Carpenters and Builders | “Gonshiments of 


Plans Furnished | W. G. Blades 


Estimates Free 


HEMLOCK STREET, NEEDHAM 


CO 
- ~ 


NEEDHAM GARAGE 


HILLS AND SWEETLAND, Managers 
Automobile Repairing Willard Service Station 


Firestone and Goodyear Tires 


J. H. Fitzgerald Evens Bros. Garage 


| Overland 
_ Willys-Knight and Chevrolet 


| SALES AND SERVICE 


Auto Springs Repaired 


HIGHLAND AVENUE 
NEEDHAM, MASS. | Needham 530 NEEDHAM, HEIGHTS 
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WHAT THE BOSTON NORMAL SCHOOL 
OFFERS 


HE BOSTON NORMAL SCHOOL is a training school for teachers. It has two three-year courses, 
c[k the Kindergarten-Primary, which certifies a girl for teaching in the kindergarten or first three primary 
grades, and the Elementary Course, which trains the student to become a teacher in the first six 
grades. Besides the work in academic subjects and methods, both courses offer practice in the city 
schools, which brings the student in immediate contact with the children themselves. For five months of 
this practice work students receive substitutes’ pay. 


Graduates of Boston high schools are admitted to the Normal School without examinations, except in 
subjects where their grades are lower than B. .Graduates of out-of-town high schools must be examined 
in certain subjects and are required to pay a yearly tuition, the amount of which is determined by the 
School Board. Details regarding tuition and examinations may be obtained from the office of the Secre- 
tary of the School Committee, Mason Street. The examinations are held annually at the Normal School 
on the second Friday and preceding Thursday in June. 


Pupils who are thinking of taking up this work should find out whether or not they are taking the right 
subjects in preparation. Those interested in little children would be wise to take the Kindergarten- 
Primary course, while those interested in older children should plan to take the Elementary course. 


PRESSURE PROOF AUGUSTUS RICHAL 
PISTON RINGS Plasterer 


SACHEM ROAD 
NEEDHAM HEIGHTS, MASS. 


pre iston 
roof, 


TELEPHONE CONNECTION 


Parent: Was that my daughter I saw 
FOR POWER, ENDURANCE you kissing last night? 


AND ECONOMY Diogenes, Jr.: No, sir, your wife. 
— Record 


MADE IN NEEDHAM 


Compliments of 


Federal Binding Co. 


216 HIGH SFREEE 
BOSTON WMASS. 


Look for this Trademark 
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“We take Pleasure in announcing fo the class ie 1922, our Nee and 
te ae - Exclusive ok Etehinge: coe | 


a) _ PHILADELPHIA 
BOSTON : pia 


/ 161 TREMONT STREET 
al TREMONT STREET ; 


“The memory. 3E a race soon fades, ee in ee years commencement 
_ Photographs always recall many pleasant: memories of the class and field. 


2s ss "Special rates eaten to all students.  Rebsibnts by phone. 
: BEACH 858, BEACH 2687 


FO CLASS: Poon FOR 1921, NEEDHAM HIGH SCHOOL 


Lamas 


i THE CLARK SCHOOL Ob 
_ BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION 
The School of Results 


Rig DAY AND EVENING CLASSES IN 


‘Business Administration 


" Special preparation er Civil Service. iis Oe 
-The cost is not to be compared with the results, 


_ Investigate this ane before vor decide Ais eh you will take up a business course. 
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